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HE Succeſs and Countenance that Debauchery has 
| met with in Plays, was the moſt ſevere and reaſon- 
able Charge againſt their Authors in Mr, Collier's Short 
 Fiew; and indeed this Gentlemen had done the Drama 
conſiderable Service, had he arraign'd the Stage only to 
puniſh its Miſdemeanors, and not to take away its Life; 
bor there is an Advantage to be made ſometimes of the 
. Advice of an Enemy, and the only Way to diſappoint 
his Deſigns, is to improve upon his InveCtives, and to 
make the Stage flouriſh, by the Virtue of that Satire by 
which he thought to ſuppreſs it. +4 1 
have W "ad in this Piece endeavour'd to ſhew, that 
an Eng/ifþ Comedy may anſwer the Strictneſs of Poetical 
Juſtice: but indeed the greater Share of the Eng/ip Au- 
dience, (I mean that part which is no farther read than 
in Plays of their own Language) have imbibed dther 
Principles, and ſtand up as vigorouſly for the old Poetic 
Licence, as they do for the Liberty of the Subject. They | 
take all Innovations for Grievances ; and let a ProjeR be 
never Jo well laid for their Advantage, yet the Under- 
taker is very likely to ſuffer by't. A Play without a Beau, 
Cully, Cuckold, or. Coquet, is as poor an Entertain- 
ment to ſome Palates, as their Sunday's Dinner wou'd 
be without Beef and Pudding. And this I take to be 
one Reaſon that the Galleries were ſo thin during the 
Run of this Play, I thought indeed to have ſooth'd the 
ſplenetic Zeal of the City, by making a Gentleman a 
Knave, and puniſhing their great Grievance—A Whore» 
maſter.: but a certain Virtuoſo of that Fraternity has told 
me ſince, that the Citizens were never more diſappointed 
ia any Entertainment; for (/aid be) however pious we 
$5.” , | 5 4 f 75 may 


may appear to be at home, yet we never go to that 
end of the Town but with an Intention to be lewd. 
There was an Odium caſt upon this Play, before it ap- 


pear'd, by ſome Perſons who thought it their Intereſt to. 


have it ſuppreſs d. The Ladies were frightened from ſeeing 
it, by formidable Stories of a Midwife, and were told, 
no doubt, that they muſt expect no leſs than a Labour 
upon the Stage; but I hope the examining into that 


Aſperſion will. be enough to wipe it off, ſince the Cha- 
rater of the Midwife is only ſo far touch'd as is neceſſary 


for carrying on the Plot, ſhe being principally decy- 


pher'd in her procuring Capacity ; and: | dare not affront 
the Ladies ſo far, as to imagine they cou'd be offended - 


at the expoſing of a BaAwd, _ 
Some Critics complain, that the Deſign is defective 
for want of Cz/ia's Appearance in the Scene; but I had 


rather they ſhould find' this Fault, than I forfeit my Re- 


gard to the Fair, by ſhewing a Lady of Figure under a 
Mis fortune; for which Reaſon I made her only Nominal 
and choſe to expoſe the Perſon that injur'd her: And if 
the Ledies don't agree that I have done her Juſtice in the 
End, I'm very ſorry fort. | 
Some People are apt to ſay, That the Character of 


Richmore points at a particular Perſon; tho' I muſt con- 
feſs, I ſee nothing but what is very general in his Cha- 


xaQer, except his merrying his own Miſtreſs; which by 


the way he never did, for he was no ſooner off the Stage, 


but he chang'd his Mind, and the poor Lady is ſtill i 


fatu Jus But upon the whole Matter, 'tis Application 


only makes the Aſs; and Characters in Plays, are like 


Long-lane Clothes, not hung out for the Uſe of any par- 


ticular People, but to be bought by only thoſe they hap- 
pen to fit | | 


The moſt material Objection againſt this Play is the 


Importance of the Subject, which neceſſarily leads into 
Sentiments too great for Diverſion, and ſuppoſes Vices 
too great for Comedy to puniſh. Tis ſaid, I muſt own, 


that the Buſineſs of Comedy is chiefly to ridicule Folly, 


and that the Puniſhment of Vice falls rather into the Pro- 
vince of Tragedy; but if there be a middle Sort of 
Wickedneſs too high for the Soc, and too low for the 
Buyſin, is there any Reaſon that it ſhould go unpuniſh'd ? 


What 


What are more obnoxious to human Society, than te 
Villains expos'd in this Play, the Frauds, Plots and Con- 
trivances upon the Fortunes of Men, and the Vi tue of 
Women ? * Perſons are too mean for Heroic; then 
what muſt we do with them? Why, they muſt of ne- 
ceſlity drop into Comedy: For it is unreaſonable to ima- 
gine that the Lawgivers in Poetry would tie themſelves 
up from executing that Juſtice which is the Foundation 
of their Conſtitution ; or to ſay, that expoſing Vice is the 
Buſineſs of the Drama, and yet make Rules to ſcreen it 
from Perſecution, FV 5 

Some have aſked the Queſtion, Why the Elder Mou dbe, 
in the Fourth AQ, ſhould counterfeit Madneſs in his 
Confinement ? Don't miſtake, there was no ſuch thing 
in his Head; and the Judicious could eaſily perceive that 
It was only a Start of Humour put on to divert his Me- 
lancholy, and when Gaiety is ſtrained to cover Misfor- 
tune, it may very naturally be overdone, and rife to a 
Semblance of Madneſs, ſufficient to impoſe on the Con- 
ſtable, and perhaps on ſome of the Audience ; who tak- 
ing every thing at Sight, impute that. as a Fault, which 
1 am bold to ſtand up for, as one of the moſt maſterly 
Strokes of the whole Piece. _ IE; 

This I think ſufficient to obviate what Objections I 
have heard made; but there was no great Occaſion for 
making this Defence, having had the Opinion of ſome | 
of the greateſt Perſons in England, both for Quality and 
Parts, that the Play has Merit euough to hide more Faults 
than have been found; and I think their Approbation 
ſufficient to excuſe ſome Pride that may be incident to 
the Author upon this Performance. ; 

I muſt own myſelf obliged to Mr. Longuewille for ſome 
Lines in the Part of Teague, and ſomething of the Lawyer; 
but above all for his Dine of the Twins, upon which 
form'd my Plot: But having paid him all due Satisfac- 
tion and Acknowledgment, I muſt do myſelf the Juſtice 
to believe, that few of our modern Writers have been. 
leſs beholden to foreign Aſſiſtance in their Plays, than 1 
have been in the following Scenes, OR | 


þ. 
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ERGLOGUE : By Mr. Morrzux. 
Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


"A ALA RM founded. 


77 IT H Drums and T. rumpets in this warring "R 
A Martial Prologue ſhould alarm the Stage. 

New Plays ——ere Adted, a full Audience near, 

Seem T owns inveſted, auben a Siege they fear. 

Prologues are like a Fore-lorn Hope /ent out 

Before the Play, to ftirmiſh and to ſcout : 

Our dreadfut Foes, the Critics, when they ſpy, 

T hey cock, they charge, they fire then back they fly. 

The Siege is ſaid Me gallant Chiefs abound, 


Here— Foes intrench'd; there—glittering Troops around, 
nd the loud Batt'ries roar from yonder r ing Ground, 


With V ollies of "mall Shot, or ſuipſnap Wit, 
Attack, and gall the Trenches of the Pit. 
* The next—the Fire continues, but at length 

Grows leſs, and flackens like a Bridegroom”s Strength. 
The third, Feints, Mines, and Countermines abound, 
Tour Critic Engineers ſafe under-ground, 

Blow np our Works, and all our ari confound. 

The fourth brings on moſt Action, and tis Harp, 
Freſb Foes croud on, at your Remiſſneſi carp, 
And deſp rate, tho unſtill d, inſult our Counterſcarp. 
Then comes the laſt; the gen' ral Storm is near, 
The Poet-governor now quakes for Fear; 

Runs wildly up and down, forgets to buff, 
And wou 7 give all hes plunder d to get 0 
Se—Don, and Monſieur— Bluff, before the Fiege, 
Mere quickly tamed.—rat Venlo, aud at Liege: : 


— 


Noa. 
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In the firſt Ad, briſk Sallies (miſs or hit ) U 


» 


r 


* 


*Tewas Viva Spagnia! Vive France! B fre: 
| Now, Quartier: Monſieur ! Quartier! Ah! Senor! 
But what your Reſolution can with/iand ? | 

You maſter all, and ave the Sea and Land, 

In War—your Valour makes the Strong ſubmit ; 

Your Fudgment humbles all Attempts in Wit, © 
What Play, what Fort, what Beauty can endure 

All fierce Afſaults, and always be ſecure l 28 
Then grant em gen rous Terms who dare to write, 
Since now—that ſeems as deſp' rate as to fight: 

F we muſt yield —yet e er the Day be ft, 5 
Let us hold out the Thira—and, if we may, the Sixth. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


_DRURY-EANE, 1272. 


ME N. 
Young Nou dle, Mr. King: 
Elder Von bes | Mr. Reddiſh, 
Trueman, | ; Mr. TFeffer/ons. 
Richmore, Mr. Pacher. 
Fee,, MI. Hurt. 
Subtleman,. | Mr. Baddeley, 
Alderman,. +. Mr. Par/ons.. 
Balderdaſh,, Mr. Acliman. 
Steward; '" | Mr. Hari. 
Poet, * . Mr. W. Palmer. 
Cionſabli, | Mr. Wrightens 
Teague, | Mr. Maody. 
WOMEN. 
— Bus 
Midnight, Mrs. Bradſpaw:, 
Mrs. Clear-accounts. Mrs. Lowe, 
Aurelia, Mrs, Abington, 
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TWIN-RIVALS. 
. 26S 


ATT 1 
SCENE, Lodgings. 


The Curtain draws up, diſcovers young Wou'dbe a dieſe 
| fing, and his Valet buckling his Shoes, | 
pertinence, Pll dreſs no more to-day 


7 ASERE is ſuch. a Plague every Morning 
SEW * with buckling Aale combing. 
H 
22 oo» Were I an honeſt Brute, that 

LICE 2 riſes from his Litter, ſhakes himſelf, and 
fo is dreſt, I cou'd bear it. . 7 
| Enter Richmore. | | 

Rich. No farther yet, Wou'dbe! Tis almoſt One. 

Y. W. 'Then blame the Clock-makers, they made it 
fo ;——Prithee, what have we to do with Time ? Can't 
we let it alone as Nature made it? Can't a Man eat when + 
he's bungry, go to Bed when he's ſleepy, riſe when he 


wakes, dreſs when he pleaſes, without the Confinement 
of Hours to. enſlave him? DE. 1 5 
he cg. 


* 


and powdering—Pfhaw ! ceaſe thy Im» 


——— üÄ III — * 
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— Goat mr rt yon 


my Richmore 


= | E he Twin- Rivals. 


- Rich. Pardon me, Sir, I underſtand your Stoiciſm 
Lou have loſt your Money laſt Night. 3 
V. V. No, no, Fortune took care of me there — 1 


had none to loſe. 


Rich. *Tis that gives you the Spleen, : 
V. V. Yes, I have got the Spleen and ſomething elſe 


Rich. How! — 
V. V. Poſitively. The Lady's kind Reception was 
the moſt ſevere Uſage I ever met with—Sha'n't I break 


her Windows, Richmore © 


Rich. A mighty Revenge truly : Let me tell you, 
Friend, that breaking the Windows of ſuch Houſes are 
no more than writing over a Vintner's Door, as they do 
in Holland. Vin te koop. Tis ho more than a Buſh to the 
Tavern, a Decoy to the Trade, and to draw in Cuſ- 
tomers ; but upon the whole Matter, I think, a Gentle- 
man ſhou'd put up an Affront got in ſuch little Company; 
for the Pleaſure, the Pain, and the Reſentment are all 
alike ſcandalous. i | N 

Y. V. Have you forgot, Richmore, how I found you 
one Morning with the Flying Po? in your Hand, hunt- 
ing for Phyſical Advertiſements ? | 


- 


Rich. That was in the Days of Dad, my Friend, in 


the Days of dirty Linen, Pit- maſks, Hedge - taverns, and 
Beef-ſteaks : But now I fly at nobler Game, the Ring, 
the Court, Pasolet's and the Park. I deſpiſe all Women 
that I apprehend any Danger from, leſs than the havin 

my Throat cut; and ſhould ſcruple to converſe even wit 

a Lady of Fortune, unleſs her Virtue were loud enough 
to give me Pride in expoſing it Here's a Letter I re- 


ceiv'd this Morning; you may read it. [Gives a Letter. 


V. V. [Read:.] 3 5 1 
T* there be Solemnity in Protęſtations, Fuſtice in Heaven, 

or Fidelity on Earth, I may ſtill depend on the Faith of 
Tho I may conceal my Love, I no longer 


can bide the E fects ont from the World Be careful of my 
Honour, remember your Vows, and Ay to the Relief of the © 
diſconſolate | 3 1 
The fair, the courted, blooming Clelia? 5 | 
Rich, The credulous, troubleſome, fooliſh Cle/ia. Did 
; ns 1 5 . you 


Clelia. 


[WY hiſpers.. 


you ever read ſuch a fulſome Harangue—Lord, Sir, I 
am near my Time, and want your Aſſiſtance Does the 
filly Creature imagine that any Man wou'd come near 
her in thoſe Circumſtances, unleſs it were Doctor Cham 
berlain—You may keep the Letter. 5 
V. V. But why wou'd you truſt it with me? You 
know I can't keep a Secret that has any Scandal in't. 
Rich. For that reaſon I communicate it. I know thou 
art a perfect Gazezte, and will ſpread the News all over 
the Town: For you muſt underſtand that I am now be- 
ſieging another; and I weuld have the Fame of my 
Conquelt upon the Wing, that the Town may ſurrender 
the ſooner. - OT %% ö 
V. V. But if the Report of your Cruelty goes along 
with that of your Valour, you'll find no Garriſon of any 
Strength will open their Gates to you. | 5 
Rich. No, no, Women are Cowards, the Terror pre- 
vails upon them more than Clemency : My beſt Pretence 
to my Succeſs with the Fair, is my uſing em ill; 'tis 
turning their own Guns upon 'em, and I have always 
found it the moſt ſucceſsful Battery to aſſail one Reputa- 
Hon by Ben en ̃ ²⁵ßßßß̃ 8 
F. V. I cov'd love thee for hy Miſchief, did I not 
envy thee for thy Succeſs in't. 6 | 
Rich. You never attempt a Woman of Figure. 5 
VF. V. How can 1? This confounded Hump of mine 
is fuch a Burden at my Back, that it preſſes me down 
here in the Dirt and Diſeaſes of Cowent-Garden, the low 
Suburbs of Pleaſure Curſt Fortune! I am a younger 
Brother, and yet cruelly depriv'd of my Birth-right, a 
handſome Perſon ; ſeven thouſand a Year in a dire& 
Line, wou'd have ſtraiten'd my Back to ſome Purpoſe— 
But I look, in my preſent Circumſtances, like a Branch 
of another kind, grafted only upon the Stock, which 
makes me grow ſo crooked. | 3 
' Rich, Come, come, tis no Misfortune, your Father 
is ſo as well as you. 33 | 
V. V. Then why ſhou'd not I be a Lord as well as he? 
Had the ſame Title to the Deformity, I_cou'd-bear it. 
_ Rich. But how does my Lord bear the Abſence of 
your Twin- brother? 3 . 
V. V. My Twin- brother! Ay, *twas his n, 


: 2 * 
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12 The Twin-Rivals. 

that ſpoil'd my Shape, and his coming half an Hour be- 
fore me that ruin'd my Fortune —My Father expell'd me 
his Houſe ſome two Years ago, becauſe I would have 


perſuaded him that my Twin-brother was a Baſtard 
He gave me my Portion, which was about fifteen hun- 


dred Pound, and I have ſpent two thouſand of it already. 


As for my Brother, he don't care a Farthing for me. 
EKich. Why lo, pray? * i RS ; 
Y. V. A very odd Reaſon— Becauſe I hate him. 
Rich. How ſhould he know that? . 
V. V. Becauſe he thinks it reaſonable it ſnou'd be ſo, 


Rich, But did your adtions ever expreſs any Malice to 


him? | RS | 

F. V. Yes: I would fain have kept him company; 
but being aware of my Kindneſs; he went abroad: He 
has travell'd theſe five Years, and I am told, is a grave, 
ſober Fellow, and in danger of living a great while; all 


Eitate, the Nobility will ſoon kill him by drinking him 
up to his Dignity.—But come, Frank, I have but two 
Eye-ſores in the World, a Brother before me, and a Hump 
behind me, and thou art ſtill laying em in my Way: 
Let us aſſume an Argument of leſs Severity Can'ſt 
thou lend me a Brace of hundred Pounds . 

Rich. What wou'd you do with em? WT 
FP. V. Do with em There's a Queſtion indeed; 

>— Do you think I wou'd eat em? f 
Rich. Ves, o' my troth wou'd you, and drink em to- 


ether, ——Look'e, Mr. I eudbe, whilſt you kept well 


with your Father, I cou'd have ventur'd to have lent you 
five Guineas.—But as the Caſe ſtands, I can aſſure you, I 
have lately paid off my Siſters Fortunes, and 

TL. V. Sir, this Put-off looks like an Affront, when 
you know I don't uſe to take ſuch Things, | 


_ Rich. Sir, your Demand is rather an Affront, when 


£ 


you know I don't uſe to give ſuch Things. 
V. V. Sir, I'll pawn my Honour, 1 
Rich. That's mortgag'd already for more than it Is 
worth; you had better pawn your Sword there, *twill 
bring you forty Shillings. 1 3 
Y. I, Sdeath, Sir Tales his Sauord off Re Tavls - 
| 1 
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The Twin Rivals. 13 
' Rich, Hold, Mr. Von abe, — ſuppoſe I put an end to 
your Misfortunes all at one. TE 
V. V. How, Sir? £ NE 
Kich. Why, go to a Magiſtrate, and ſwear you wou'd 
have robb'd me of Two hundred Pounds —Look'e, Sir, 
vou have been often told, that your Extravagance wou'd 


ſome Time or other be the ruin of you; and it will go a 


great way in your Indictment, to have turn'd the Pad 
upon your Friend. 5 „„ 
V. V. This Uſage is the height of Ingratitude from 
you, in whoſe Company ] have ſpent my Fortune. 
Rich. Pm therefore a Witneſs, that it was very ill 
ſpent Why would you keep Company, be at equal 
Expences with me that have fifty times your Eſtate? _ 
What was Gallantry in me, was Prodigality in you: 
mine was my Health, becauſe I cou'd pay for it; yours 
a Diſeaſe, becauſe you cou'd not. Me SES A 
- Y. V. And is this all I muſt expect from our Friend- 
ip? . RD | 1 | 
Rich, Friendſhip ! Sir, there can be no ſuch thing 
without an Equality. | . | 
F. V. That is, there can be no ſuch thing when 
there is oceaſion for't. | 1 3 
Rich, Right, Sir, — our Friendſhip was over a Bottle 
only; and whilſt you can pay your Club of Friendſhip, 
I'm that way your humble Servant; but when once you 
come borrowing, I'm this way——-your humble 1 | 
2 | | i. 
V. V. Rich, big, proud, arrogant Villain! I have 
been twice his Second, thrice ſick of the ſame Love, and 
thrice cur'd by the ſame Phyſic, and now he drops me 
for a Trifle—That an honeſt Fellow in his Cups, ſhou'd 
be ſuch a Rogue when he's ſober !—The narrow-hearted 
Raſcal has been drinking Coffee this Morning. Well, 
thou dear ſolitary Half. crown, adieu. Here, Jack, 
[ Enter Servant.] take this, pay for a bottle of Wine, 
and bid Balderdaſh bring it himſelf. Exit. Servant. 
How melancholy are my poor Breeches; not one 
Chin — Thou art a villamous Hand, for thou haſt 
| 5 my Pocket. —— This Vintner now has all the 
Marks of an honeſt Fellow, a broad Face, a copious Look, 
a ſtrutting Belly, and a jolly Mien. I have * N 
| ; above 
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Bald. Your Health, Sir. 
V. V. Pray, Mr. Balderdaſb, tell me one Thing, but 
firſt fit down: Now tell me plainly what you think of me. 


14 - The Troin. Rivals. 


above three Pound a Night for theſe two Years ſucte(- 
ſively. The Rogue has Money, I'm ſure, if he will but 


lend it. . | 0 
Eater Balderdaſh avith a Bottle and Glaſs, 
Oh, Mr. Balderdaſb, good Morro. 
Bald. Noble Mr. Won abe, I'm your moſt humble Ser- 


' vant—T have brought you a Whetting-glaſs, the beſt OI 


Hock in Europe; I know tis your Drink in a Morning. 
V. V. Vil pledge you, Mr. Ba/derdaſh, e 
8 [ Drinks, 


Bald. Think of you, Sir! I think that you are the ho- 


neſteſt, nobleſt Gentleman, that ever drank a Glaſs of Wine; 


and the beſt Cuſtomer that ever came into my Houſe. 
V. V. And you really think as you ſpeak. 


Bala. May this Wine be my Poiſon, Sir, if I don't 
ſpeak from the bottom of my Heart. [ Drinks. 
V. V. And how much Money do you think I have 
ſpent in your Houle ? „ . 
Bald. Why, truly, Sir, by a moderate Computation, 
I do believe, that I have handled of your Money the beſt 
Part of Five hundred Pounds within theſe two Years, 
V. V. Very well! And do you think that you he un- 
der any Obligation for the Trade I have promoted to 
your Advantage ? BFC | 

Bald. Yes, Sir; and if I can ſerve you in any reſpect, 
pray command me to the utmoſt of my Ability. 


F. V. Well! thanks to my Stars, there is fill ſome 


honeſty in Wine. Mr. Balderdaſh, I embrace you and 
your Kindneſs ; I am at preſent a little low in Caſh, and 
muſt beg you to lend. me a hundred Pieces. ö 

Bald. Why truly, Mr. Vou'dbe, | was afraid it would 


come to this; I have had it in my Head ſeveral times to 


caution you upon your Expences: But you were ſo very 
genteel in my Houſe, and your Liberality became you 
ſo very well, that 1 was unwilling to ſay any thing that 
might check your Diſpoſition ; but truly, Sir, I can for- 


bear no longer to tell you, that you have been a little 


too extravagant, 


V. V. But ſince you reap'd the Benefit of my Extra- 


vagance, you will, I h:pe, conſider my Neceſflity. _ 
| : Bald. 
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Bala, Conſider your Neceſſity! I do with all my Heart, 
and mult tell you, moreover, that I will be no longer ac- 
ceſlary to it: I deſire you, Sir, to frequent my Houſe 
%%Cff ii ae fer dine nit ren Loon rey 
V. V. How, Sir! 5 1 
Bald. I ſay, Sir, that I have an Honour for my good 
Lord your Father, and will not ſuffer, his Son to run into, 
any Inconvenience: Sir, | ſhall order my Drawers not to 
ſerye you with a drop of Wine. Wou'd you have me 
connive at a Gentleman's Deſtruction))))! - 
V. V. But methinks, Sir, that a Perſon of your nice 
Conſcience ſhould have caution'd me before. 
Bald. Alas! Sir, it was none of my Buſineſs: Wou'd 
you have me be ſaucy to a Gentleman that was my beſt - 
Cuſtomer? Lackaday, Sir, had you Money to hold it out 
ſill, I had been hang'd rather than be rude, to u. 
Bat truly, Sir, when a Man is ruin'd, tis but the Duty 
of a Chriſtian to tell him of it. „ N 
FL. V. Will you lend me Money, Sir? 
Bald. Will you pay me this Bill, Sir ? „ 
W V. Lend me the Hundred Pound, and Ill pay the 
Bala. Pay me the Bill, and I will not lend you the 
Hundred Pound, Sir.— But pray conſider with yourſelf, 
now, Sir; wou'd not you think me an errant Coxcomb, | 
to truſt a Perſon with Money that has always. been ſo ex- CT 
travagant under my Eye? whole Profuſeneſs I have ſeen, | 
T have felt, I have handled? Have not I known you, Sir, 
throw away ten Pound of a Night upon a Covey of Pit- 
Partridges, and a Setting- Dog ? Sir, you have made my 3 I 
Houſe an ill Houſe: My very Chairs will bear you no 
longer. In ſhort, Sir, I deſire you to frequent the 
Crown no more, Sir. - Tx 
V. V. Thou ſophiſticated Tun of Iniquity; have 1 
fattened your Carcals, and ſwell'd your Bags with my vital 
Blood ? Have I made you.my Companion to be thus ſaucy 
to me? But now I will keep you at your due Diſtance. - 
5 1 ; | [ Kicks bim. 


> Fg . 


» 
# 


« 


Ser, Welcome, Sir | | | 
V. V. Well ſaid, Jack. [Kicks him again. 
Ser, Very welcome, Sir! I hope we ſhall have your 
Company another Time. Welcome, Sir. [ He's BER 77 
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V. V. Pray, wait on him down Stairs, and give king 
A a Welcome at the Door too. [Exit Servant. 
This is the Puniſhment of Hell; the very Devil that 
tempted me to Sin, now upbraids me with the Crime. 


I have villainoufly murder'd my Fortune, and now its 


Ghoſt, in the lank Shape of Poverty, haunts * 15 mad 


no Charm to conjure down the Fiend ? 


Re-enter Servant. 
- Ser, Oh, Sir! here? s ſad News. 
V. V. Then keep it to thyſelf, I have enough of chat 


already. 
Ser. Sir, ou | will hear it too ſoon. | | 
V. V. What! is Broad below ? ' \ 


Ser. No, no, Sir; better twenty ſuch as, he were 
wy Sir, your Father's dead. 
W. My Fa ather!—Good night, my Lord: Has hs 


 Teft me any thing? 


Ser. I heard Shine of that, Sir. 
Y. W. Then I believe you heard all there was of i it. 


Let me ſee, —— My Father dead! and my elder Brother 


abroad If Neceſſity be the Mother of Invention, ſhe 
was never more pregnant than with me, [ Pauſet.] Here, 


Sirrah, run to Mrs. Midnight, and bid her come hither 
| preſently. [Exit ' Servant.) That Woman was my 


other's Midwife when I was born, and has been 


Bawd theſe ten Years. I have had her Endeavours to 


corrupt my Brother's Miſtreſs; and now her Aſſiſtance 
will be neceſſary to cheat him of his Eſtate; for ſhe's 
famous for underſtanding the right-ſide ef a Woman, 
and the wrong-fide of the Law. 8 e 


SCENE changes to Midnight”s Houſe. 


| Midnight and Maid. 
Mid. Who's there? 
Maid. Madam. 


Mid. Has an Meſſage been left for me To- day? 


Maid. Yes, Madam; here has been one from £45 Lady : 


Srilborn, that defir'd you not to be out of the Way, for 


ſhe expected to cry out every Minute. 


Mid. How! every Minute Let me ſee—{Takes out 
ber Pocket-book.] Stilborn—Ay—ſhe reckons with her 
—— from the firſt of . ; and with Sir JR 

| | om 


| 
h, 
7 
} 


from the firſt 6f March. 


Ay, ſhe's always a Month 


before her time. SOOT: at the en 80 ſee who's y 


at the Door. | 
Maid. Yes, Madam. [Exit Maid. 
Mid. Well! certainly there is not a | Woman | in the 
World ſo willing to oblige Mankind as myſelf; and really 
I have been ſo ever ſince the Age of Twelve, as I can 
remember. —T have delivered as many 'Women of great 
Bellies, and helped as many to em as any Perſon in Eng- 
land; but my Watching and Cares have broken me quite, 
I am not the ſame Woman I was forty Years ago. 
| Enter Richmore. | 
Ob, Mr. Richmore! you're a ſad Man, a barbarous Man; 
ſo you are 
Richmore? The poor Creature is ſo big with her Misfor- 
tunes, that they are not to be borne. [Weeps. 
„ich. You, Mrs, Mignight, are the fitteſt Perſon in the 
World to eaſe her of em. 
Mig. And won't you marry her, Mr. Richmore ? | 
. . Rich. My Conſcience | won 4 allow i it; for 1 have "FM 
888 to marry another. 
Mid. And will you break your Vaws to:Clelia ? 
Rich. Why not, when ſhe has broke Ages to me ? 
Mid. How's that, Sir? _ | 
Rich. Why, ſhe ſwore a hundred Times never to grant 
me the Favour, and yet, you know, ſhe broke her Word. 
Mid. But ſhe Joy'd Mr. Rithmore, and that was the 
- Reaſon ſhe forgot her Oath. 
Rich. And F love Mr. Richmore, and that is the Reaſon 
I forgot mine.—Why ſhou'd ſhe be angry that I follow 
her own Example, by doing the very lame Thang from 
the very ſame Motive? 
Mid. Well, well! take my Word, you'll never thrire— 
1 wonder how you can have the Face to come near me, 
that am the Witueſs of your horrid Oaths and Impre- 
cations! Are not you afraid that the guilty Chamber 
above-ſtairs ſhould fall down upon your Head ?—Yes, yes, 
I was acceflary, I was ſo! but if ever you involve my 
Honour in ſuch a Villainy the ſecond Time. — Ah, poor 
Celia Tlov'd her as I did my own ie ſedu- 
Aale he. dor 5; [ Peeps. 
ch. Hey, ho! my Aurelia. | | 
Mia. 


What will become of poor Cle/ia, Mr. 
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Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty. _ _ 
Rich, Doſt thou know her,- my dear Midnight ?£ — 
Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's Very pretty. — Ah, you're a ſad C 
Man.— Poor Clelia was handſome, but indeed, breeding, C 


" puking, and longing, has broken her much.—"Tis a b 
hard Caſe, Mr. Richmore, for a young Lady to ſee a ; 
_ thouſand Things, and long for a thouſand Things, and 
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yet not dare to own that ſhe longs for one. — She had like t 
to have miſcarried other Day for the Pith of a Loin of | 
*Veal.—Ah, you barbarous Man!! ' 

Rich. But, my Aurelia confirm me that you know W - 


her, and I'll adore the. NL St ok 
Mid. You wou'd fling five hundred Guineas at my 
Head, that you knew as much of her as 1 do: Why, Sir, 

I brought her into the World; I have had her ſprawling | 
in my Lap. Ah! ſhe was plump as a Puffin, Sir. 
Rich. 1 think ſhe has no great Portion to value herſelf 

upon; her Reputation only will keep up the Market. 
We. muſt firſt make that cheap, by crying it down, and 
then ſhe'Il part with it at an eaſy rate. e ee 
Mid. But won't you provide for poor Clelia? "pri 
Rich. Provide! Why han't T taught her a Trade? Let 
her ſet up when ſhewill, Pll engage her Cuſtomers enough, 
becauſe I can anſwer for. the.Goodneſs of her Ware, 
Mid. Nay, but you ought to ſet her up with Credit, 
and take a Shop; that is, get her a Huſband. —Have you 
no pretty Gentleman your Relation now, that wants a 
| onng virtuous Lady with a.handſome Fortune? No young 
emplar that has ſpent his Eſtate in the Study of the Law, 


| 
| 
| 


and ftarves by the Practice? No ſpruce Officer that wants 
a handſome Wife to make Court for him among the Major- 
Generals? Have you none of theſe, Sir? fs 1 
Rich. Pho, pho, Madam—you have tired me upon that 
Subject. Do you think a Lady that gave me ſo much 

trouble before Poſſeſſion, ſhall ever give me any after it? 
No, no, had ſhe been more obliging to me when I was 

in her Power, I ſhou'd be more civil to her now ſhe's in 

mine: My Aſſiduity before-hand was an over-price ; had 

ſhe made a Merit of the Matter, ſhe ſhould have yielded 
ſooner. 5 | | | | Sad 

Mid. Nay, nay, Sir; tho? you have no regard to her 

Honour, yet you ſhall protect mine: How d' ye _ 1 
Ro” | nave 


%% 


N 


I'll have no Clamours at me. — Heavens help me, I have 
Clamours enough at my Door early and late in my t'other 


Capacity: In ſhort, Sir, a Huſband for Clelia ; or I 


baniſh you my Preſence for ever. | 
. - Rich. Thou art a neceſſary Devil, and I can't want 
thee. 5 . N | ; 8 

Mid. Look'e, Sir, 'tis your own Advantage; tis only 
mak ing over your Eſtate into the Hands of a Truſtee; 
and tho? you don't abſolutely command the Premiſſes, yet 


you may exact enough out of em for Neceſlaries, when 
you will. 28 | „ . 
Rich. Patience a little, Madam! ——I have a young 
Nephew that is a Captain of Horſe: He mortgag'd the 
laſt Morſel of his Eſtate to me, to make up his Equipage 


for the laſt Campaign. Perhaps you know him ; he's a 

briſk Fellow, much about Court, Captain Trueman. 
Mid. Trueman] Ad{mylife, he's one of my Babies; — 

T can tell you the very Minute he was born—preciſely at 


Three o'Clock next St. George's Day, Trueman will be two 


and twenty ; a Stripling, the prettieſt good-natur'd Child, 


and your Nephew! He muſt be the Man; and ſhall be 
the Man; I have a Kindneſs for him. : 


Rich. But we muſt have a Care; the Fellow wants 
neither Senſe nor Courage. | | = 


Mid. Phu, phu, never fear her Part, ſhe ſhan't want | 


Inſtructions; and then for her Lying-in a little abruptly, 


tis my Buſineſs to reconcile Matters there, a Fright or a 
Fall excuſes that: Lard, Sir, | do theſe Things every Day. 


_ Rich. Tis pity then to put you out of your Road; and 
Clelia ſhall have a Huſband. V 5 
Mid. Spoke like a Man of Honour.— And now I'll 
Terve you again. This Aurelia, you ſay ——— 

Rich, O ſhe diſtracts me! her Beauty, Family, and 


Virtue make her a noble Pleaſure | 


Mad. And you have a Mind, for that reaſon, to get her 


'a Huſband. 


Rich, Yes, faith: T have another young Relation at 
Cambridge, he's juſt going into Orders; and I think ſuch 


a fine Woman, with Fifteen Hundred Pound, is a better 
Preſentation than any Living in my Gift; and why ſhou'd 


he 


„ M 5 
have ſecur'd my Reputation ſo long among the People of 
the beſt Figure, but by keeping all Mouths ſtopt? Sir, 


[ {fae. 
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he like the Cure the worſe, that an Incumbent was there : 
before? ta 
Mid. Thou art a pretty F ellow. —At the ſame Moment 
you wou'd perſuade me that you love a Woman to Mad- 
neſs, you are contriving how to part with her? 

EKich. If I lov'd her not to Madnels, I ſhou'd not run 
into theſe Contradiions——Here, my dear Mother, d 
Aurelia's the Word- [Offering ber Money. "MW ” 

Aid. Pardon me, Sir; [Refuſing the Money] Did you 
ever know me mercenary N o, no, Sir; Virtus! is its 
own Reward. 

Rich. Nay, but Madam, 1 owe you for the Teeth. 
Powder you ſent me. 

Mid, O, that's another Matter, Sir; [Takes the Mong] 

I hope you like it, Sir? 

Rich. Extremely, Madam. But i it was ſomewhat "ap 
of twenty Guineas-— . LAlade. 

Enter Servant. | 

Ser. Madam, here is Mr. Von abe“ Footman below 

vith a Meſſage from his Maſter, } | 

Mid. I come to him preſently': - Do you | know chat 

% Wou'dbe loves. Aurelia's Couſin and Companion, Mrs. 

. -. Conſtance, with the great Fortune, and that 1 ſolicit | 
for hum ? | 

Nich. Why, ſhe's  engag'd. to his. * Brother: Beſides, | 

young Won dhe has no Money to proſecute au Affair of 
| Keb Conſequence.—You can have no Hopes: of Succeſs 
there, I'm ſure. 

Mid. Truly, I bave no great . ; bot an induſtrious 
Body, you know, wou'd do any thing rather-than be 
idle; The Aunt is very near her Time, and I have ac- 
ceſs to the Family when I pleaſe. | 

Rich, Now I think on't; Prithee, get the Letter from 

Mou abe that I gave him juſt now; it wou'd be proper 

to 5 Deſigns upon 7 rueman, that it thou'd not be 
expos' 

Mia. And you ew d Clllia 8 Letter to nabe? 

Rich. Yes. 

Mid. Eh, you barbarous Man—Who the Devil-wou'd 

oblige you—What Pleaſure can you take in expoſing the 


poor Creature? Dear little * Us pi: 7 en ny 
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Nich. Madam, dhe n. waits x 1 60 PU 
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take my Leave. | 1 Exit. 
Mz. Ah, 'you en fad Man.“ 0 07. v val + 1 
-ag2 of The Bud of the Ft ar. nei 3 i 
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ACT HL 


"SCENE, The Park. 
Conſtance, bog: Ares. 


eee 


| dar Riches, Couſin Conſtance, be chearful ; let the 


dead Lord fleep in Peace, and look up to the 


| DE. ; take Pen, Ink and Paper, and write immediately 


to your Lover, that he is now a Baron of e and 


you long to be a Baroneſs. 


Con. Nay, Aurelia, there is ſome regard due to the 
Memory of the Father, for the Reſpect I bear the Son; 
beſides, I don't know how T could wiſh my youn Lord 
were at home in thig Juncture: This Brother of his 
Some Miſchief will 2 had a very ugly Dream 

am eaten up with the Spleen, my 
Dear. 

Avr. Come, Come, walk Ae und. enn it; the 
Air will do you good; think of other Fee s Affairs a 
little When did you ſee . 

Con. I'm glad you mention'd her; don t you abſerve 
her Gaiety to be much more forc'd than formerly, her 
Hyjyons, don't ſit ſo eaſy upon her. : | 

Aur. No, nor her Stays neither, I can aſſure you. 

Con. Did you obſerve * ſhe devour'd the Pomegra- 
nates. yeſterday ? . 

Aur. She talks of viſiting a Relation in Leiceſtenſbire. 
1 She fainted away in the Countiy-dance t'other 

Ight 

Aur. Richmore ſhunn'd her | in the Walk laſt Week, 

Cox, Ant) M0 Footman laugh d. 

Vor. II. tied 


FEY | 
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Aur, She takes Laudanum to make her ſleep a Nights. 


Cen, Ah, poor Clelia What will the do, Couſin? . 
= Her, Do! Why nothing till the nine Months be up. | { 
1] Con. That's cruel, Aurelia, how can you make merry 
| with her Misfortunes? I. am poſitive ſhe was no eaſy Con- 


= queſt ; ſome ſingular Villainy has been praQtis'd upon her, fi 
| Aur, Yes, yes, the Fellow wou'd be practiſing upon ( | 
| me too, | thank him. | e th 
£7 Con. Have a care, Couſin, he has a premiſing Perſon, 


| Aur. Nay, for that matter, his promiſing Perſon may of 
a⁊ã2liꝗs ſoon be broke as his promiſing Vows: Nature, indeed, 7 
has made him a Giant, and he wars with Heaven like * 
the Giants of old | ET. 7 
Con. Then why will you admit his Viſits? HET 4 

Aur. I never did—But all the Servants are more his 
than our own: he has a Golden Key to every Door in 5 


the Houſe; beſides, be makes my Uncle believe that his 
Intentions are honourable ; and indeed he has ſaid no- 
thing yet to diſprove it——But, Couſin, do you ſee who - 
comes yonder, fliding along the Mall? „ 
Con. Captain Trueman, I proteſt the Campaign has 
improv'd him, he makes a very clean well-finiſh'd Figure. 
Aur. Youthful, eaſy, and good-natur'd, I could with 
he would know us. | N N 
Con. Are you ſure he's well-bred ? FER 
Aur. 1 tell you he's good-natur'd, and I take good 
Manners to be nothing but a natural Delite to be eaſy and 
agreeable to whatever Converſation we fall into; and a 
Porter with this is mannerly in his way; and a Duke 
without it has but the Breeding of a Dancing-maſter, | 
Con, I like him for his Affection to my young Lord. 
8 And I like him for his Affection to my young 
rſon. th FTW = £4 200 
Con. How, How, Coufin? You never told me that. 
Aur. How ſhou'd I? He never told it me, but T have 
diſcover'd it by a great many Signs and Tokens, that are 
better Security for his Heart than ten thouſand Vows and 
Promiſes. | e | ee : 
Con. He's Richmore's Nephew. _ 9 ate WE 
© Aur. Ah! Wou'd he were his Heir too— He's a pretty - 
Fellow But then he's a Soldier, and muſt ſhare his 
Time with his Miſtreſs, Honour, in Flanders. No, 1 ; 
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I'm refolv'd againſt a Man that diſappears all the Summer 
Ike a 3 pe 


{ 4s theſe Words are ſpoken, Trueman enters Behind them, 
as paſſing over the Stage. 


True. 'That's for me, whoever. ſpoke it. Aurelia „ 
Curnpriſad. ]) | [The e Ladies turn about. 


Con, What Captain, youre afraid of every thing but 
the Enemy ! 


True. I have Reaſon, Ladies, to be moſt apprehenſive 
where there is moſt Danger: The Enemy is ſatisfied with 


a Leg or an Arm, but here I'm id hazard of loſing my 


Heart. 


Aur. None in the World, Sir, Nobody kere deſigns to 
attack it. 


True. But ſuppoſe it be aflaulted, and taken * | 


Madam? 
Aur, Then we'll return it Alt Ranſom. 


True. But ſuppoſe, Madam, the Priſoner chuſe to ſtay 


where it is. 
Aur. That were to turn Deſerter; and you know, 
Captain, what ſuch deſerve. | 
'rue. The Puniſhment it undergoes this Moment 
Shot to Death 
Con. Nay, then, *ris Time for me to put in Pray, 
Sir, have you heard the News of my Lord Non dbe e Heath ? 
True People mind not the Death of others, Madam, 
that'are expiring themſelves. 1. Conſtance. * Do you 
conſider, Madam, the Penalty: -of wounding a Man in the 
Park? © Ep 4th [To Aurel, 
Azr. Hey day! Why, Captain, d'ye intend to make a 
Vigo Buſineſs © "it, an break the Boom at once? Sir, if 
you only rally, pray let my Couſin have her Share; or if 
you wou'd be particular, pray be more reſpectful; not ſq 
much upon the Declaration, I-beſeech Ron Sir. 


True. 1 have been, fair Creature, a * Coward i bu 


my Paſſion ; I have had hard Selgggzings with my Fear 
before I durſt engage, and now Perhaps ods far too 
deſperately. 5 . 
| Aur, Sir, I am very ſorry you have faid fo much; ſor 
I muſt puniſh: you for't, tho? it be..contrary*ts. my. Ancli- 
nation.— Come, Couſin, will you walk ? $ 

Con, Servant, Sir. 88 [Exeunt Ladies. 


* 


SS: True. 


24 7 be 7 e : 


7 rue. Charming Creature !——/ muſt puniſh. you forte 7. 
th it be contrary to my ed and CY in 
Breath. But 11 think the beſt. . 


8 


14 "50 c EN E changes to- Young Wou' dbe's Lodgings.. as 


Yeung Wou'dbe and Midnight meeting. 
* 2 Thou Life and Soul of ſecret Dealings, welcome. 
Mid. My dear Child, bleſs thee—Who would haveima- 
in'd that 1 brought this great Rogue into the World? 
Fo makes me an old Woman, I proteſ. But adſo, my 
Child, I forget; I'm ſorry for the Loſs of your Father, 
ſorry at my Heart, poor Man. [Weeps.] Mr. Mon 'dbe, 
have you got a Drop of; Brandy 1 in your Cloſet; I an t 
very well to-day, 
V. V. That you ſhan't want : but be pleas'd to fe. my 


dear Mother — Here, Fack, the Brandy-bottle——Now, | 
Madam! have occaſiqn to uſe you in Rs. up a Ad- 


ſome Cheat for me. 
Mid. I defy any Chamber-maid in Riga to 40 it 


better I, have dreſs'd up a hundred and fiſty Cheats in 
my Time. [ Enter Jack æuirhᷣ the Brandy-bottle * 


Here, Boy, this Glaſs is too big, carry it away, III take 
a Sup out of the Bottle. 

Y. V. Right, Madam And my Buſineſs being 
"ay urgent—In three Words, tis this 

Jid. Hold, Sir, till I take Advice of my Council. 

' [Drinks.] There is nothing more comfortable to a poor 
Creature, and fitter to re vive waſting Spirits, than a lit- 
tle plain Brandy; I an't for your hot Spirits, your Reſa 
Solis, your Ratifias, your Orange- waters, and the like — 
A 11045 rate Glaſs of cool Nants is the beſt Thing. | 


Y. . But to our Buſineſs, Madam——My Father i is 


dead, and I have a mind to inherit his Eftate, 

Mid. You put the Caſe very well. . 
V. V. One of two Things! muſt chuſe - Either to be a 
Lord or a Beggar. | N 
Mid. Be a Lord to chuſe——Tho' 
that have choſen both. 

V. M. I have a Brother that I love very well; but Gnce 
one of as muſt want, I had rather he ſhould flarve than I. 
Mid Upon my Conſcience, dear Heart, Leng re in the 


right on't. 
. 7. 1. 


ave known ſome 


7 


of 


7 ate 7 Rob: , 


v. V. Now your Advice upon theſe Headz. 

Mid. They be Matters of Weight, and I muſt 154405 | 
(Drinks.) Is there a Will in the Caſe? © 

V. V. There is; which excludes me from every Foot 
of the EſtateG. | 

Mid. Fhat's bad- Where 8 your Brother! 5 

V. M. He's now in | Germany, in tes? 5 to Buy" and, q 


_— is WT very Won. W as 


ſoon ?- 22 "Eng? | 
Y. IP. In a Month, or „lat: . | 
| Mid. O hot A Month is a Neat while! cur Buſineſs 
muſt be done in an Hour or tao We muſt ſuppoſe your 
Brother to be dead; nay, he ſhall be aual: y dead—and' 
my Lord, .my. humble Service t'ye— (Drinks... 
V. V. O Madam, I'm your Ladyſhip's moſt devoted 
Make your Words good, and Pll— 
1 Mid. Say no more, Sir; you ſhall have it, you hall 
ave it. 
V. V. Ay, but how, dear Mrs. Midnis 8 
Mid. Mrs. Midnight ! Is that all Why not Mother, | 
Aunt, Grandmother ? Sir, I have —_ more for you this 
Moment, than all the Relations you have 1 in the World. 
Y. V. Let me hear it. 
Mid. By the Strength of this potent Inspiration, I have 
made you a Peer of Exgland, with ſeven thouſand Pounds 


a Vear.— My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. (Drints. 


V. V. The Woman” S N believe. 
Mid. Quick, quick, my Lord! counterfeit a Letter 
reſently from Germany, that your brother is kill'd in a 
vel : Let it be directed to your Father, and fall into 
the Hands of the Steward when you's are by. What ſort 
of Fellow is the Steward? 
V. V. Why, a timorous half-honeſt Man, that a little 
Perſuaſion will make a whole Knave—He wants Courage 
to be thoroughly juſt, or entirely a Villain but good 
backing will make him either, 
Mid. And he ſhan't want that! I tell you al Letter 


muſt come into his Hands when you are by; upon this 
ou muſt take immediate Poſſeſſion, and ſo you have the 
I beſt part of the Law of your fide. 


Y. V. But ſuppoſe my Brother comes in the mean Time? 
Mad. This mult be done this very Moment : Let him 
Ex | dom 
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come whey, you” re in Poſſeſſion, ll warrant wel find a 


way to GP him out... 
ut how, my dear Contriver ? | 
| Mig, By your Father's Will, Man, your Father's Will 
— That is, one that your Father might have made, and 
which we will make for him I' if ſend you a Nephew 
of my own, a Lawyer, that ſhall do the "Buſineſs 3 go, 
et into Poſſeſſion, Poſſeſſion, I ſay ; let us have but the 
Eaate to back the Suit, and you'll find the Law t.o 
ſtrong for Juſtice, I warrant you. 
V. V. My Oracle! Hew ſhall we cave] in Delight 
when this great Prediction is accompliſhed —But one 


Con ance— Let her be mine 

4. Pho, pho, ſhe's /our's o'courle ; ſhe's contracted 
to you ; for ſhe's en to marry no Man but my Lord 
Mou dle's Son and err I now you being the Perſon, ſhe's 
recoverable by Law, 

V. U. Marry her! No, no, ſhe's contracted 10 him, 

twere Injuſtice to rob a Brother of his Wile, an eaſier 

Favour will ſatisſy me. 

Mid. Why, truly, as you ſay, that Favour i 1s ſo eaſy, 

that. | wonder they make ſuch a Buſtle about it. But get 

you gone and mind your Affairs, I muſt about mine 

Oh had forgot Where's that fooliſh Letter you had 

this Morning from Richmore ? 

FV. l have poſted it up in the Checolate-beuſe. ; 
Mid. Yaw, (Shrieks). 1 mall fall into Fits; hold me 
V. V. No, no, I 40 but jeſt; here it i Zut be aſ- 

fur'd, Madam, I wanted ts, Time to have expos'd it. 

Mid. Ah! you barbarous Man, why ſo? 

V. W. Becauſe when Knaves of our Sex, and Fools of 
yours mect,. they make the beſt Jeſt in the World. 

Mig. Sir, the World has better ſhare in the Jeſt when 
we are the Knaves, and you the Fools—But look'e, Sir, 
if ever you. open your Mouth about this Trick — Ell d. l. 
cover all your Tricks! thereſore Silence and Safety on 
both Sides. | 

V. V. Madam, you need not doubt my. Silence at 
preſcnt, becauſe my own Affairs will employ me ſuffi- 
ciently'; fo there's your Letter, (Gre tk Letter. ] And 
now to write Wy . | 


Cf yet remains, my Brother's Miſtreſs, the charming 


Mid. 


W 
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Mid; Adieu, My Lord Let me ſee? [Opens the Let- 
ter and reads. ] If there be Solemnity in Proteflations —— 
That's fooliſh, very fooliſh Why ſhou'd- ſhe expect So- 

lemnity in Proteſtations ? Um, um; um, I may fill depend 
on the Faith of my uur. poor Cielia {= — Um. 
um, um, I can no longer hide the Effects ont from the World. 
Ihe Effects on't! How modeſtly ts that expreſs'd ? 
Well, 'tis a pretty Letter, and VI! keep it. 

+ + [Pars the Letter in her Pocket, and Exit. 
SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Hege. | 

2 | Enter Steward and bis Wife, 

5 Ni. You are to blame, you are much to blame, Fiuſ-- 

1 band, in being ſo ſerupualou s. = 

ER 'Tis true: This footiſh*Confeience of mine has 

S 


LAS 


been the greateſt Bar to my Fortune. 0 
Wife. And will ever be ſo; Tell me bar one that 
thrives, and I'H ſhew you a hundred that ſtarve by it 
5 Do you think 'tis fourſcore Pound a Year makes my Lord 
 Gouty's Steward's Wife live at the Rate of four hundred ? 
Upon my Word, my Dear, I'm as good a Gentle woman 


| as the, and Texpe&t to be maintain'd accordingly: Lis 
| _ Conſcience, I warrant, that buys her the Point-heads, 
and Diamond Necklace ? ——— Was it Conſcience that 


bought her the fine Houſe in Fermain-freet ! Is it Con- 
ſcience that enables the Steward to buy, when the Lord 
zs forced to ſell? 1 85 1 | 
Stew. But what wou'd you have me do®F. 
Wife. Do! Now's your Time ; that ſmall'Morſel of 
an Eftate your Lord bought lately, a thing not worth 
mentioning .z: take it towards your Daughter Molly's Por- 
tion-—What's two hundred a Lear? twill never be miſs'd. 
Stew. Tis but a fmall Matter, I muſt-confeſs ; and as 
a Reward for my paſt-faithful Service, 1 think it but rea- 
ſonable I ſhould cheat a little now. „ 

_ Wife. Reaſonable! All the Reaſon that can be; if the 
ungrateful World won't reward an honeſt Man, why let 
an honeſt Man reward himfelf —— There's five hundred 
Founds you receiv'd but two Days ago, lay them afide—- 

you may eaſily ſink it in the Charge of the Funeral——- 


Do my Dear now, kiſs me, and do it. | N Oh 
_ __*Szeww, Well, you have ſuch a winning way with you!“ 
| E. 4; f ä | Bur, 
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But, my Dear; I'm ſo much afraid of my. * Lord's 
coming home: he's a cunning cloſe Man, t 
will examine-my Accounts very narrowly. 

Wife. Ay, my Dear, would you had the younger Rev: 
ther to deal with ; 3. you, might manage him as you e 
wth ſee him coming. Let us weep, let us weep. 

I by all out their Handherchiefs, and ſeem 10 mourn. 
| Eater Young. Wou'dbe.  . 


Steab. Ah, Sir, we. have . loſt a Father, a Friend, 


and a Supporter. | 

V. V. Ay, Mr. Steward, we melt bit to Fate, as 
he has done. And it is no ſmall Addition to my Grief, 
honeſt Mr. Clear- account, that it is not in my Power to 
ſupply my Father's Place to you and yours Vour Sin- 
cerity and Juſtice to the Dead merits the greateſt Regard 


from thoſe that ſurvive him——Had I but my Brother's 


Ability, or he my Inclinations, Pll aſſure you, Mrs. 


Clear. account, you ſhould not have fach Cauſe to mourn] - 


"Wife. Ah, good noble Sir! 
_ Stew. : Your Brother, Sir, 1 hear is a very ſevere 
Man. 
V. V. He is what the World l. a prudent Man, 
Mr. Steward: I have often heard him very ſevere upon 
Men of your Buſineſs; and has declar'd, That for Form's 
take indeed he would keep a Stes ard, but that he would 
inſpect into all his Accounts himſelf. 

Wife. Aye, Mr. Wou'dbe,. you have more. EP than 
to do theſe Things ; you have more Honour than to 


trouble your Head with your own Aﬀairs—— Would to 


Heavens we were to ſerve you. 
FP. V. Wow d I cou'd ſerve you, Madam,—without 
Injufſtice to my Brother. | | 
Es Dauber a Servant. | 
Ser. A Letter for my Lord Mou ale. LEES 
Sta, It comes too late, alas ! for his . let me 


VCC (Opens, and reads. 


1 en Ofob. 10, New l 
rankfort / Where” s Franifort, Sir! 


V. W. ln Gtrmany : This letter muſt be from my Bro- 


ther! I ſuppoſe he's coming home. 
teu. "115 none of his Hand. Let me ſe. 7 Reads. 


ey . and | 


15 


i 
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My. Lora, ; 
| 7 ior rroubled af 1bi; ge Oceafon of fend}, ng ſo your 

Lordſhip; your brave Son, and my dear Friend, auas 
Yeſterday unfortunately 40 in 4 Duel by a, German 
Count 
1 ſhall love a Germas Count as long as 1 live. —=My 
-Lotd, my Lord, now I yd call has * fince your elder 
Brother” s—dead. , TV = 

V. W. and Wife, n 

Steno. Read there. (Gives the Letter, Wov'lbe perufes it. 

V. V. Oh, my Fate! a Father and a Brother in one 
Day !” Heavens 1 11 15 too much —— Where is the fatal 
Meſſenger? | 

Ser, A Gentleman Sir, WhO fad he came Poſt on 
purpoſe. He was afraid the Contents of the Letter — 84 7 
unqualify my Lord for Company, ſo he would take an- 
other Time to wait on him. 

V. V. Nay, then ?tis true; and there is Truth in 
Dreams. Laſt Night I dreamt q 

Wife. Nay, my Lord, I dreamt too; 1 * IL ſaw 1 
your” Brother 'drefs'd in a long Miniſter's Gown, (Lord 1 
bleſs us!) with a Book in his Hand, walking before a 
dead Body to the Grave. 

V. . Well, Mr. C'ear-account, get Mourning re:dy. 

Stexw. Will your Lordſhip have the old Coach. cover 4. | 

or a new one made? 5 
. A new. one The old Coach, = the rel * 
Horſes, I give to Mere Nee E 6 tis not. fit he,” 
ſhould. walk the Streets. 

Mi. Heavens bleſs the German Count, T fax, — Bye 

my Lord" 

Ph IF.” No Reply, Madam you ſhall have it, And 
receive it but as the Earneſt of my Favours Mr. Clear- 
occount, I dogble your Salary, and all the Servants Wages, 
to moderate their Grief for our great e Sir, 
take order about theſe Affairs. 

Steau. 1 ſhall, my Lord. Exeunt Stew. . wite, 

V. V. So! I have got Poſſeſſion of. the Caſtle, and if 
I had a little Law to fortify me now, I believe we mig * 
hold it out a great while. Oh! here comes my Attorney. 
—Mr. Subtleman, your Servant. 

E 5 . _- Emer 


nr The Twins Ri vali. 
2 Exter Subtleman. 5 N 
Sub. My Lord, 1 wiſh you Joy ; my Aunt: Midnight 
has ſent me to receive your Commands. h 
Y. V. Has ſhe told you any thing. of the Affair? 
Sub. Not a Word, my Lord. © F 
V. V. Why then——come nearer, —Can you make a 
Man right Heir to an Eſtate during the Life of an Elder 
Brother . | | 
Sub. I thought. you had been the eldeſt. 5, 
Y. V. That we are not yet: agreed upon; for you muſt: 
know, there is an impertinent Fellow that takes a fancy 
to diſpute the Sentority with me—— For look'e, Sir, my 
Mother has unluckily ſow'd Diſcord in the Family, by: 
bringing forth Twins: My Brother, tis true, was Firſt- 
born; but I believe, from the bottom. of my Heart, I was 
the firſt begotten. | . 
Sub. I underftand————you are come to an Eſtate and 
N that by Juſtice indeed is your own, but by Law: 
it falls to your Brother. VVA 
V. W. I had rather, Mr. Subtleman, it were his by 
"Juſtice, and mine by Law :: for I wou'd:have the-ftrongeſt. 
Title, if poſhble. _ E 1 
Sub. 1am very ſorry there ſhould happen any Breach 
between Brethren: 80 J think it wou'd be but a Chriſ- 
tian and Charitable Act to take away all farther Diſputes, 
by making you. true Heir to the Eſtate by the laſt Will of 
your Father. —Look'e I'll divide gtakes you ſhall yield 
the Elderſhip and Honour to- him, and he ſhall quit his 


| = to you. 


V. V. Why, as you ſay, I don't much care if I do 
— him the Eldeſt, half an Hour is but a Trifle: But 

w ſhall we do about his: Will? Who ſhall. we get to 
prove it ?; RR De 70 
Sub. Never trouble yourſelf for that : I expect a Car- 
goe of Witneſſes and Uſquebaugh by the firſt. fair Wind. 
VF. V. Butwe can't ſtay for them; it muſt be done im · 
Sub. Well, well; we'll 6od ſome body, I warrant you, 
to make Oath of his laſt Words. TE FO 
F. W. That's impoſlible ; for: my. Father: died. of an 
Apoplexy, and did not ſpeak at all. 3 


Þ "2. WM 


. for * Word extort 


P 
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Fus. That's nothing, Sir: He's not the firſt dead Man 


that I have made to peak. 


V. V. You're a great Maſter of Speech, T don't nel. 

tion, Sir; and I can aſſure you u there will be ten 3 
m him in my Favour. 

O, Sir, that's e to make 3 your Great Grand- 


father ſpeak. 

V. 1. Come then, 1'lt e. o my Steward; he 
mall give you the Names o oF eters and the true- 
Titles and de of the Ane and then you 


fall go to Work. LEæeunt. 


SENE changes ne 
Richmore and Trueman uteting. . 

Rich: 0: breve Cuz! you're very happy with the Fair. 
F find. Pray, which of theſe two Ladies you encounter'd 
juſt now has your doration? 
True. She that commands by forbidding it: And face 
F had Courage to declare to herſelf, I dare now Own it to 
the World, Aurelia, Sir, is my ang EJ. : 

Nirb. Ha f C long Parſe] Sir, I'find you're of every 
body s Religion; but methinks o make a bold Flight 
at firſt: Do you think your Captain 8 WE! ſake agaimit. 


ſo high a Gameſter? 


True. What do you mean? B 

Rich. Mean! Bleſs me, Sir, mean 11-You'r re a 4105 of i 
mighty Henour, we all know. But III tell vou a Se- 
oret. The Thing 1s public already. 

True. I ſhow'd be proud that all Mankind were ac- 
quainted with it.; I ſhould deſpiſe. the RN that could 
make me either aſhamed, or afraid to on it. | 

Rich, Ha, ha, ha! Prithee, dear Captain, 0 more of | 
theſe Rhedomontzdos ; vou may as ſoon put à Standing « 
army vpon us. I' tell you another Secret— Five hun- 
died Pound 1s the leaſt Penny. 

True. Nay, to my Knowledg We has Efieen bandbred. 

Rich. Nay, te my Knowle e, ſne took ſive. 

Tru. Took five! How! Where? | 
; ns In her Lap, in her Lap, ot ;. where mond 
it be? : 

True. Pm amazed! | 

Rich. So am J, thattſhe con 4 25 ſo Arealen 

fit 


I ſhall- 
Rich. What! you ha'n't five hundred Pounds to to give. . 


2. 


{ 


. * e en 


Fifteen hundred Pound! Sdeath! had the chat taPrice | 


from you? 
True. Sdeath, os bes Portion. PE 
Rich, Why, what have you to do with her Portion 3 155 
True. I lov'd her 1 up ta Marriage, by this Light. , re : 


Rich. Marriage ! a, ha, ha; I love. the Gipſy for- 


| her Cunning—A young, eaſy, amorous, credulous Fel- 
low of two and. twenty, was, juſt the Game ſhe . 
> 1.68 ſhe preſently ſingled you out from the Herd. 
True. You diſtract me! 


Rich. A Soldier too, that muſt follow the Wars abroad, | 


and leave her to 0 e at home. 

True. Death and Furies E I'll be revenge d. 

Rich. Why 2 What can e You'll edge her, 
wi you?; 

- | True. Her Reputation. was: ſpotleſs when 1 went over. 
Rich. So was the Re potation of Mareſchal Bouſſler:; but 

d' e think, that while you were beating the French. 

abroad, that we were idle at home No, no, we have 

had our Sieges, our Capitulations, and Surrenders, and 

all that. We have cut ourſelves 0 out el Winter 
8 as well as you. tial et ol 

True. And are you billetted there 3 | 


Rich. Look'e, Trueman, you ought, * be very cruſty | 


to a Secret, that has ſav'd you from Deſtruction.—— In 


po terms; I have buried. Five hundred Pounds ip that 


tle Spot, and I ſhould think it very hard, if you took 
it over my Head 
True. Not by a Leaſe fn Life, I can aſſure 2 But 


Look'e,. fince you can make no Sport, ſpoil none. In a 

ear or two ſhe dwindles feet Baſſet- bank; every 

1 552 f play at it that 2 and 1 you. my * 

1ece or two. 2 . 

R Dear Sir, I cou'd worſhip y du u for this. 5 
Rich. Not for this, Nephew ! for I did not intend it, 

but I came to ſeek you, upon another Affair, —Were. not 

you at Court laſt Night 83 B 
True. I was. . 


Rich. Did you not ik to clue, my j Lady 7 rs 


Tr rue: 


"4 A : a 1 * 


2 


2 
7 


* 


Fur. A fine Woman 155 E loi: 4 r Ly *7 1 ? {Y, 
Rich, Well; I met * upon the Stairs; and hand- 

* ing her to her Coach, ſhe aſced me, if you were not my 
Nephew r And ſaid two or three warm things, that per- 
fuade me ſhe: dikes: yoo : Her Relations have lataren at 
Court, and ſhe has Money in her Pocket. 
Frue. But —this Devil Aurelia ſtill Ricks: with me. 

Rich. What then! The Way to love in one Place with 
with Succeſs, is to marr 7 in another with Convenience. 
Clelia has Four thouſand Pound; this applied to your 
nnd Ambition, whether Love or Advancement, will 

reat way: And for her Virtue, and Conduct, be 
aue 50 that vobody can give 2 better Account of it 8 
c e aint 44 

1 Lam willing to believe from this late Adcident; 
that you conſult my Honour and Intereſt in what you 
propoſe ; and therefore Lam ſatisſied to be govern'd. 

ich. Tice the very Lady in the Walk. ee about it. 

P. Lwait on xv. AM . pepe 
Fe CENE chants | 1% Lord Won Abe“ Hos,” ; 

12 * | Wou'dbe, Subtleman,, and Steward. ai 

v. V. Well, Mr. Subileman,. ow are ſure the in! is 
firm and good in Law. a 26 109 
Hub. I warrant you, my Lord: And fan the/laſt Words 
to prove it, here they are,—Look'e Mr. Cirar-account+ 
Yes—that is an Anſwer tothe Queſtion) that was put to 
him, (you know) by thoſe about him when! he was a 
| x av ay or No, he; muſt have ſaid : ſo we have 
choſen Ves. -en l bade mide my Mill, as it na le 
found in the Cuflody of Mr. Clear-accqunt. my Steauar dlz 
and 1 defire it may ſtand. as my Lal Will and Teſtament.— 
Did you ever hear a dying Man's Words more to the 
Pu poſe? An N 3 1 tell vou, my) Lord had perk 
vals to the laſt. a 1 

Ster, Apichet bod hell ele Words be prop 

Sub My. Lord, hall peak nnn Woll aut :. 

iN; . Shall he, fai tn. 41 n 05 
5 Sub. Ay, now——if the Corps ben't bury A Locke, 
Sir, theſe, Werds muſt, be put into his Mouth, and drawn. 
out af before us all: And 15 they won't be his laſt 

Wor then TI be peßor . | 2 
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V. V. What! violato the Dead ! it muſt not be Mr, 
Sabtleman. © © 

Sub, With all my Ant, Sir! But I think you had 


better violate. the Dead of a Tooth or ſo, than I. 


the Living of ſeven Thouſand Pound a Year.” * 
V. . But is there no other way ?. 


Sub. No, Sir: Why, d'ye think Mr. Ota here 


will hazard Soul and Bod to ſwear they are his laſt 
Words, unleſs they be made bis laſt Words? For my 


Part, Sir; III — to nothing but GE ſee wh my 


Eyes come out of a Man's Mouth. = 
Y. . But it looks ſo unnatural, ” 


- Sub. What l to ee es Neat, td parin a bie 


of Paper |—this fs 


V. I. Bus the Body is. cold, and his Teeth can't be 


aſander. - 
Sub: But what Occafion has your Father for Teeth 
now I tell you what, — I knew @ Gentleman, three 
Days buried, taken out of his Grave, and his dead Hand: 
ſet to his Laſt Will, (unleſs ſomebody made him fign. 
another afterwards) and I know-the Eftate to be held by 


that Tenure to this Day: And a firm Tenore it is; for 


a dead Hand holds faſteſt; and let me rell you, dead. 
Teeth will faſten as hard. 


V. V. Well, well, uſe ee Pleafure, you underſtand. 
Subtieman and Steward } 


— — Families by f. 
What a mi on is brought in Families d- 
den CLOSES ſhould do well x4 8 


ſuddenly, Man-!“ 
| wt” a Subtlemam 


Sub. Your Father ſtill bears you the old Grote; 1 


find ! it was with much fruggling gling he conſented ;. [never 


knew a Man ſo loth to ſpeak in my Life. 
V. V. He was always * Man of few Words: 23s” 
Sub. Now. I may fafely bear Witneſs m ſelf, as the 
Serivener there preſent———l love to do Things with a 


clear Conference. * ubſeribes. | 


Y. But the Law requires: three Witneſſes 


| Sub. OI. I ſhall pick a Couple more, mat perhaps may. 


to ſettle their Affairs 
in Time—Had my Father done this before he was taken 
#1; what a trouble had be fav'd ws 7. But: he. 1 was taken 


_—_— Y 


| ee 


RENT BH - 


. 


v. WW. 


Sir, 1 12 ſpeak to the Comin 
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take my Word for't not Mr. Clear-arcountiin 


your 1 WY 
v. . I hope ſo. | 
Sub. Then be ſhall be one; a \ Witneſs; in „ the Family | 
goes a great way! Beſides, theſe foreign Evidences are 


riſen confoundedly ſince the Wars. Lhope, if mine eſcape - 
the Privateers, to make an hundted Pound an. Ear of. 
every Head of em But the Steward is an honeſt Man, 


ſhall ſave you the Charges, Exit, 
V W. Solus. ] The Pride of Birth, the oats of Ap» 


petite, and Fear of Want, are ftrong Temptations to In- 
Juſtice.— But why Injuſtice — The World hath broke all: 


Civilities with me, and left me in the eldeſt State of Na- 
ture, Wild; where Force, er Cunning firſt created Right. 
cannot ſay I ever knew a Father: Tis true, I was 


| begotten, in his. Life-time, but I was poſthumous born, 


an li d not till he died— My Hours, indeed, I number'd, 
but .ne'er enjoy dem, till this Moment: — My Brother! 
what is Brother? We are all ſo; and the it two were 
Enemies. He ſtands before me in the Road of Life to- 
rob me of my Pleaſures. My Senſes, form'd by Nature 
for Delight, Hs all alarm d. My $1 Ne for thei my Objects, 


Taſte and Touch, call r on me 
and they ſhall be ſatisfied. 


The End of the ſecond A C T. 
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SCENE, . 


Young: Wow dbe dreſſing, and ſeveral Gentlemen whiher- 
| ing bin Fyꝛturm 


Urely the greateſt Ornament of Quality is & 
clean and a numerous Levee; ſuch a Croud of 
Ae for the cheap Reward of Words and Promiſes, 
diſtinguiſhes the- . from. thoſe that pay Wages to 
their Servants. A Gentleman whiſpers. 
ners, and uſe all my- 
Intereſt, I ena you, Sir. [ Amother W - 


Sir, 
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Sir, 1 fall meet ſome of your Board this Evening; let me 
ſee you to morrow. LA Third whiſpers. 


Sir, I'll conſider of it. ——hat Fellow's Breath Riuks of 
Tobaceo. | 4/fde.] O, Mr. Comick,. your Servant; 
Com. My Lord, od wiſh: _ Joys "Hi W to 


8 mew your Lordſhip. 


V. V. What is it, pray, sir? 


Com. have an Elegy upon the 4050 Lerch 0 a _— 
2 ren the "ug one; In ar, Paratus, ry 


'Y. W. Ha, ren very Dont: Mr. Doge + dur, pray, 


Mr. Comich, why don't you write een, 1 it wou d 445 
one an Opportunity of ſerving you. 


Com. My Lord, I have writ one. 


2 F. . Was it ever adted? 


Com. No, My Lord; but it has bs a b retiegrihns 


: theſe three Years and a. half. 


£ 


juſt finiſh * but that I want a Plot ſor't. 


V. V. A leng Aber There maſt be a great deal of 
7 in it ſurely. 
Com. No, my Lo: d, none ar tall T have another Play 


V. . A Plot l you ſhould rend the halen and Shan le 


Plays, Mr. Comicłk. -I like your Verſes . mightily— 


Here, Mr. Clear-account, 


Capta 


Com. Now for five Guineas at leaſt. 0 D Ae. 


V. V. Here, give Mr. Comick; give eee him 
the a Play that lies in the Cloſet Window. 


can I do you any Service? oi 
Cap. Pay, my Lord, uſe your Intereſt with MA Gene- 
ral for that vacant Commiſſion: 1 hope, my Lord, the 
Blood I have alrealy loſt, may maye me to pill the Re- 
mainder in my Country's Cauſe, i 

V. V. All the reaſon in the World — Captain, you. may 
depend ufon me for all the Service I can. 

Gen. I hope your Lordſhip won't forget to ſpeak to the 
SN about that vacant Commiſſion: altho“ I have 


. N made a Campaign; yet, my Lord, my Intereſt in 


= pend upon me for all the Service in N nn 


1e Country, « can raiſe me Men, which, I think, ſhould 
8b me to that Gentleman, u hoſe Tony Diſpoſition 


trigliter.s the poor People from liftin 145 
F. W. All the reaſon in the Worl Sir; ; you may de- 


LI 


hy oj = Fo fg 


and he beats a n like an Angel. 
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I'll do; your Buſineſs: for you—Sir,” 1 to the Gene- 


ral, I ſhall ſee him at the Houſe To the Gentlemen, 
| Enter a Citizen, 


Oh, Mr. Alderman, —your Servant—Gentlemen all, 


1 beg our pardon.1 t Feu Levee, 
Mr. 4ldermany have you, any 80 to command: me? 
414. Your Lordſhip's humble Servant. — I have a Fa- 
vour to beg: You muſt know, I have a graceleſs Son, a 
Fellow that drinks and ſwears eternally, keeps a Whore 
in every corner of the Town; in ſhort; he's fit for no 
kind of thing but a Soldier—I'm ſo tir'd of him, that 1 


intend to throw him into the Army, let the Fellow be 


ruin'd, if he will. 

V. W. I commend. your paternal. Care, Sir ?—can I do 
you any Service in this Affair ?? 

4d. Ves, my Lord : There is a vacant Company ta 
Colonel What yecal?m's Regiment, and if your Hands 
ſhip would but ſpeak to the General 

V. V. Has your Son ever ſery'd ? © 

414. Serv'd! yes, my Lord, he's an Bofign i in ; the 


Train-bands now. 


V. V. Has he ever kgnaliz'd. his Courage? 

AA. Oſten, often, my Lord; but one ay patcaar, | 
you. muſt know, his Captain, was ſo buſy ſhipping off a, 
Cargo of Cheeſe, that he left my Son to command in his 
Place Would you believe it, my Lord, he charg'd up 
Cbeapſide in the 5 ront of the Buff Coats, with ſuch Bravery 
and Courage, that I could not forbear wiſhing in the 
Loyalty of my Heart, for ten thouſand ſuch Officers upon 
the Rhine. — Ah! my Lord, we muſt employ ſuch. Fel- 
lows as he, or we ſhall never humble the French King 


Now, my Lord, if you cou'd find a convenient Time to 


hint theſe Things to the General- 
V. M. All the reaſon in the World, Mr. Alderman, yl 


do you. all the Service I can + 
41d. You may tell him, he's a Man of Courage, At 


for the Service; and then he loves Fardthip-rHle my 
ev2ry other Night in the Rowid-bouſe. | = | 
v. V. I'll do you all the Service I can. 4 | 
Aud. Then, my Lord, he ſalutes with bis Pike 8 
handſomely, it went to his Miſtreſs's Heart t'other Day 


V. V. 
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awhile, but drefſing himfelf in the RE. 
Ad. But, my Lord, the hurry wi >, 4 Lordſhip's 


Affairs may put my Bu neſs 9 your Head ; therefore, 
my Lord, I'll prefame to leave you 7 Gin Meinorandum. 
1 V. V. Ti do you all the Service 1 can 
[Not mindin him. 
7 Pray, my Lord, {Pulling Bim by the Sleeve.) give 
me leave for a Memoranda: my Glove, I ſuppoſe, will 
do: Love, my Lord, pray remember me.—— - 
Lays his Glove apon the Table, and Exit. 
V. IF. I'll do you all the Service 1 can What, is he 
gone? Tis the moſt rade familiar Fellow—PFaugh, what 
a greaſy Gauntlet is here—f A Purſe drops out of „lav. 
Oh! No, the Glove is a clean well-made Glove, and 
che Owner of it the moſt reſpectful Perſon I have feen 
this Morning, he knows what Diftance [Ch:nking the 
Purſe] is due to a Man of Quality, but what muſt do 
for this ? Friſure {To his Valer,] do vou remember what 
the Aldermen ſaid to me? 
Friſ. No, my Lord, I thought yeur Lordſhip had 
V. #. This Blockhead chinky a Man of Quality can 
2 what People /ay—— when they do ſomething, tis 
another caſe. 3 call him back. ¶ Exit. Fri are, ] 
he talk'd' fomething of the General, and his ITE and 
T rain-bands, I know not what Stuff. 
Re-enter Ald. and Friſure. | 
Oh, Mr. Alderman, 1 kave put your Memorandum i in my 
Pocket. 
Al. O, my nerd ou do me too much Honour. 5 
V. V. Bot, Mr. Alderman, the Buſineſs you were 
talking of, it ſhall be done; but if you gave a ſhort Note 
of it to my Secretary, it would not be amiſs—but, Mr, 
Alderman, ha'n't you the Fellow to this Glove, it fits 
me mighty well, [Putting on the Glove] it looks ſo like 
2 Challenge to give a Man an odd Glove—and I wou'd 
have nothing that looks. like Enmity between you and I, 
Mr. Alderman. 
Ad. Traly my Lord, I intended the other-Glove for 
a Memorandum to the Colonel. but fince your Lordſhip 
bas a Mind tot — as Glove. 


V. 5 
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v. V. Here, Friſare, lead this Gentleman te my Se- : 


cretary, and bid him take a Nate of his buſineſs. 


Can now). 


V. V. Well, I won't: do you all the Service I can 
eſe Citizens have a ftravge Capacity of ſoliciting ſome- 
times. ; 58 e 5 A Exit, Ald. 
. Euter Steward. ＋ 

Stec. My Lord, here are your. Taylor, your Vintner, 
your Bookſeller, and half a dozen more with their Bills 


at the Door, and they deſire their Money. 


Y. V. Tell em, Mr. Clear-account, that when I was 
2 private Gentleman, I had nothing elſe to do but to 
ren in Debt, and now that I have got into a higher 


Rank, m ſo very i buſy I can't | 1 —as for that 


clamourous Rogue of a Taylor, k him fair, till he 
has made up my Liveries ——then about a Year and a 
Half hence I hall be at leiſure to put him off for a Year 


and a Half longer. 5+ 


Stew. My Lord, there's a Gentleman below calls him- | 
ſelf Mr Gaſſet, he ſays that your Lordſhip owes him. 


fifty Guineas that he won of you at Cards. 


V. V. Look'e, Sir the Gentleman's Maney is a 
Debt of Honour, and muſt be paid immediately, - 

Ste u. Your Father thought otherwiſe, my Lord, he al- 
ways took care to have the poor Tradefmen ſatisfied, 


whoſe only Subſiſtence lay in the uſe of their Money, and: 


was uſed to ſay, That nothing was honourable but what. 


was honeſt, | TA | 

Y, V. My Father might Gay what he pleas'd,. he was a. 
Nobleman of very ſingular Humonrs—butin my Notion, 
there are not two things in Nature more different than flo- 


nour and Honeſty now your Honeſty is a little Mechanic 


Quali y, well enough among Citizens, People that do no- 
thing but pitiful mean Actions according to Law but 
your Honour flies a much higher Pitch, and will do any 
thing that's free and ſpontaneous, but ſcorns to level it - 
{elf to what is only jud. 2 . 
Steno. Bat | think it is a little hard to have theſe poor 


People ſtarve for want of their Money, and yet pay this 


mar piug Raſcal fifty Guineas. | OW 
V. V. Sharping Raſcal! What a Barbariſm _ »w 
5 ; E 


0 
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. — he wears as good Wigs, as fine Linen, and keeps 

we ood Company as any at White's; and between yon 

I, Sir, this ſharping Raſcal,” as you are pleaſetl to 

call him, ſhall make more Intereſt amon the Nobility 

with his Cards and Counters, than a Soldier ſhall with 

his Sword and Piſtol. non bob let him a fifty Guineas 
immediately. | 


SCENE the Street; 3 Ele- Wou'd be writing in a Pele ; 


Boot, in a Riding- Habit. # 


: E. I. Monday the 1475 of December, 1772; +: ar 
| pope Jafe in London, and 4 concluding my Trawve's= 
13 [ Putting oy vis Book. 


: Now welcome Country, Father, Friendt, 
My Brother too, (if Brothers can be Friends:) 
But above all, my charming Fair, my — | 

Through all the Mazes of my wand'ring Steps, 
Through all the various Climes that I have run; 
Her Love has been the Loadſtone of my Courſe, 
Her Eyes the Stars that pointed me the Way. 
Had nut her Charms my Heart entire poſſeſs'd, 
. knows what Circe's artful Voice and Look 

ht have enſnar'd my wry gon Youth, | 
af fixt me to Enchantment? N 


Euter Teague with a Port- Manteau. He throws it down 
and ſits on it. 


Here comes my Fellow Traveller, What makes you ie 


upon the Port-Manteau, Teague / you'll rumple the Things. 
Te. Be me Sboule, Maithter, I did carry the Port- 
Mantel till it tir d me; and now, the Port- Mantel mall 
carry me till I tire him. 
E. u, And how dy'e like London, 7 cague, after our 
Travels? 
Te. Fet, dear has, *tis the vraveſt Plaaſe I have ſheen 


in my Peregrinations, exſhepting my own brave Shitty of 


Caric Vergus 
hereabouts—Maiſhter, ſhall run to that Pai 
| for nix Pennyworths of boil'd Beef? 
E. V. Tho' this Fellow travell'd the World. over, he 
would never loſe his Brogue nor his Stomach.—Why, _ 


| Te 


-Uf, uf, dere iſha very * rant "Cooks 
188 Coo 8 


9 ſo * and ſo early? 
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Te. Early! Deel wulle me Maichter, tiſh a great deal 


more than almoſt paſnt Twelve Clock. 


E. V,, Thou art never happy unleſs: bog, 22707 be ſtoft | 


up to thy Eyes. 


7. On NMaithter, dere ih a dam way of Diſtance, 


and thedeel a bit between, 


Te Tos Wou'dbe' ina Chair, 3 | + or Hue Foot 


men before him, and paſſes over the Stoge, 


E. V. Hey dayl—who comes here? With obe, — 


three, four, five Footmen! Some young Fellow - Juſt 


taſting the ſweet Vanity of e Teens; in- 


quine who tbat is. 
Te. Ves, Maiſh'er. [Runs 8 ext of ob Fab ins 1 Sir 


will you give my humble Shervice to your Maiſhter, "Thick 


tell him to ſend me Word fat Naam iſh upon him? 
Foot. You wou'd k now fat Naam _ upon bim 7 


Te. Yeſh, fet wou'd J. e 0 15 


Foot. Why, what are you, ED þ 
Te. Be me Shoul, Lam a Shentleman bred and. born 
and dere iſn my Maiſhter. 
Foot. Then your Maſter would babe it? 
Te. Arah, you Fool, iſ'nt that not the . ting ? 
Foot. Then tell your Maſter 'tis the young Lord Wou'dbe, 


juſt come to his Eſtate by the Death of his Father and 


. elder Brother. [Exit Footman. 
E. V. What do I hear? 


Te. Vou hear that you are dead, Maiſhter; fere vil you 


pleaſe to be buried? 

E, iu. But art thou ſure it was my Brother? 

Te. Be me Shoul it was him nown ſelf; I know'd him 
very well, after his Man told me. 


E. W. The Buſineſs requires that I be convinc'd with 


my own Eyes; Pll follow him, and Know the ottom 
on't—— Stay here till I return. 

Te. Dear Maiſhter, have a care upon your ſhelf: Now 
they know you are dead, by my ſhoul they may kill you. 

E. V. Don't fear; none of his Servants know me, 
and I'll take care to keep my Face from his Sight, It 
concerns me to conceal myſelf, till I know the Engines 
of this Contrivance.—BE ſure you ſtay till I cometo you ; 
and let nobody know Whom you belong to. [ Exit. 


2 „ 
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Te. oh, ho, hon, poor Te is left alone. | 
ins on the Port- Manteas. 
t _ Eater Subtleman and Steward. | 

$i. And you won't ſwear to the Will. 

; Srew, My Conſcience” tells me I dare not do it with 
afet 

8 But if we make it lawful, "what ſhould we fear? 
We now think nothing apainſt Conſcience, till the Caule 
be thrown out of Court. 

. "Stew. In you, Sir, tis no Sin, beeauſe tis the Prin- 
ciple of 'your Profeſſion: hut i in me, Sir, tis downright 
Perjury indeed. Vou can't want Witneſſes enough, fince 
Money won't be wanting —and you muſt loſe no Time; 
for J heard juſt now, that the true Lord Waou'dbe was ſen 
in Town, or his Ghoſt. 

Sub. It was his Ghoſt, to be ſure; for a Noblaniie 


R, 


without an Eſtate is but the Shadow of a Lord—Well; 


take no Care: Leave me to-myſelf; Pm near the Friars, 
and ten to one ſhall pick u an Evidence. 45 
Steno. Speed you well, Sir.. ; Exit. 
Sub. There's a Fellow that has Hunger and the Gal- 
| Jows pictur'd in his Face, and looks like one for my Par. 
poſe . How now, honeſt 1 "what have 225 go 
under you there? 
Te. Noting, dear Joy. 
Suh. Nothing! 1s it not a Port-Manteau ; 
Te. That is noting to you. | 
Sub. The Fellow's a Wir. 
Te. Fait am II My Grandfather was an Ii poet 
He did write a great Book of Verſes concerning the Vars 
between St. Pazrick and the Wolf. Dogs. 
Sub. Then thou art poor, I'm afraid? 
Te. Be me Shoul, my fole Generation iſh ſo—1 have 
woting but thiſh Port Manteau, and dat it ſhelf iſn not 
own. 0 
Sa. Why, who does it belong to? 
Te. To my Maiſhter, dear joy. 
Sub. Then you have a Maſter? 
Te. Fart J have, but he's dead, © 
Sub. Right !—And how do you intend to live? 
Te. By eating, dear Joy, fen I can get it, and by ſleep- 
ing fen I can get none — Tiſſi the Faſhion of _—_ ; 
89. 


* 


p 
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Sia. What was your Maſter's Name, pray? 3 


Te. | 4fade.} L will tell a Lee now; but it ſhall be a 
true one, —Macfad:n, dear Joy, was his Naam. He vent 
over vith King Jamibb into France He was my Maiſhter 
once, Deere iſh de true Lee; oo. [Aus. 

Sub. 2 Employment had hen: 
„%, d 3910-5 2,5 

Sub. „ ee eee, it ls! 

Te. Ouy, Monfieur, I did travel France and Spain, and 
Italy, Dear Joy, I did kiſh the Pope's Toe. and that 
will excuſe, me all the Sins of my Life; and fen I am 
_ St, Pres da * _ ” 3 1 Th 

Sub. A rare Fellow for my Purpoſe. { 4/ide.] Thou 
look'ſt like an honeſt * and if 75 Tk me 
” the Axe Tavern, I'll give thee a-Dinner and a Glafs 
of, Wink; / / bd baabirt "0.3 

Te. Be me Shoul tis dat I wanted, dear Joy; come 
alopg, 4 wilielaw x0ls; -ifn. 0 02 465 nl gg ed gk: - 
[Runs out before Subtleman with the Port-Manteau on his 

e 446: , .. io dns 

E. V. My Father dead! my Birth-right loſt! How 
have my. drowſy. Stars ſlept over my Fortune? Ha! 
{ Looking. aben:] My Servant gone! The ſimple, poor, 
ungrateful Wretch has left me—I took him up from Po- 
ve. ty and Want; and now he leaves me juſt as I found 
him.— My Cloaths and; Money too? — But why ſhould I 
repine? Let Man but view the Dangers he has paſt, and 
few will tear what Hazards are to come. That Provi- 
dence that has ſecur'd my Life from Robbers, Shipwreck, 


and from Sickneſs, is ſtiil the ſame; ſtill kind whilſt I am 


juſt, —My. Death, I find, is firmly believ'd ; but how it 
gain'd fo univerſal Credit, I fain would learn Who 
comes here ?-—honeſt Mr. Fairbank ! My Father's Gold- 
ſmith, a Man of Subſtance and Integrity. The Altera- 
tion of five Years Abſence, with the Report of my Death, 
may ſhade me from, his Knowledge, till L enquire ſome 
News. {Enter Fairbank.) Sir, your humble Servant: 

Fair. Sir, I don't know. you. [ Shunning him. 

E. V. I intend you no Harm, Sir; but ſeeing you 
come from my Lord Von dbe's Houſe, I would:aſk you a 
Queſtion or two——Pray what Diſtemper did my Lord 
die of ? | N Fair. 
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Fair. I am told it was an Apo lexy 3 
E. V. And pray, Sir, what e oes the World TR Is 
: * Death lamented ?? 

Fur. Bamented! My Eyks: wie Oele ſhould” re- 
ſolve: Friend. Thou ee Him not; elle thy; own 
Heart had anſwer'd thee. ' + wh 

E. V. His Grief, methinks, chides my Defedt of 
Filial Duty. 2 Afeae. ) But I hope, Sir, his Lofs i is partly 
nn in the Merits of his Succeſſor, 

Fair. : Tmight: have deenz but his eldeſt 85 Heir to 


. WY 


; killed In be fs IL] IF ; 


r F baer e i 727 TY 


i. . {pod indeed | had been my | Part i in Life, if f 
had left this human Stage, whilſt this ſo f. otlels, and 6 
* Applauſe, had 8 my going off. 7 Afidt. ) Well, 
2 AKL\S 

Fair, But re that La view in his Travels, told 3 | 
Wonders of his Improvement, that the Report recall'd 

his Father's! Vearst and with the Joy to Hear his Herme: 
prais'd, he oft would break the Chains of Gout and Age; 
and leaping up with Strength of greeneſt Vouth, cry, 
M Hermes i, myſelf. Mrthinks 17 live my Jirighth Days 
a ain, and I am young in him. 

E. V. Spite of all Modeſty, a Man malt own a Plea- 
ane + in the hearing of His Praiſmmg. Afrde, 
Fair. Vou're thoughtful, Sig—Had you any Relation 
hs the Family we talk of? 

E. V. None, Sir, beyond my private Concern in the 
| 8 Loſs—But pray, Sir, what Character does the 
un Lord bear? 
Fair. vVour Pardon, Sir. As for the Dead, their Me- 
mories are left unregarded, and Tongues may touch them 
freely: But for the Living, they have provided for the 
Safety of their Names by a firong Incloſure of the Law, 
There's a Thing call'd Scandalum Mognatum, 8 
E. . I commend your Caution, Sirz but be affar'd 
I intend not to entrap you I am a poor Gentleman, and 
having heard much of the Charity of the old Lord 
Nou dbe, I had a Mind to apply to his Son, and there- 
fore Fenquir'd * Character. {© 
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Fair, Alas! Sir, Things are chang'd : That Houſe 
was once what Poverty might go a Pilgrimage to ſeek, 
and have its Pains rewarded—T he noble Lord, the truly 
noble Lord, held his Eſtate, his Honour, and his Houſe, 
as if they were only lent upon the Intereſt of doing good 
to others. He kept a Porter, not to exclude, but ſerve - 
the Poor. No Creditor was ſeen to guard his going out, 
or watch his coming ia: No craving Eyes, but Looks of 
/ ſmiling Gratitude, —But now, that Family, which, like 
a Garden Piel heme, invited every Stranger to its Fruit | 
and Shade, is now run o'er with Weeds: Nothing but = 
Wine and Revelling within, a Croud of noiſy Creditors. | 
without, a Train of Servants inſolently proud—Wou'd 
you believe it, Sir, as I offer'd to go in juſt now, the rude 
Porter puſh'd me back with his Staff] am at this preſent 
(thanks to Providence and my Induſtry) worth twenty© 
| thouſand Pounds, I pay the fifth Part of this to main 
| tain the Liberty of the Nation; and yet this Slave, this 
4 impudent S#/s Slave, offer'd to ſtrike me. 


0 E. W. Twas hard, Sir, very hard: And if they uſed 
a Man of your Subſtance ſo roughly, how will they 

40 | | 

24 manage me, that am not worth a Groat? | 

N Fair. I wou'd not willingly defraud your Hopes of 

1 what may happen.— If you can drink and ſwear. 

, perhaps | | N 

4 E. V. I ſhall not pay that Price for his Lordſfrip's 

, Bounty, wou'd it extend to half he's worth, —Sir, I give 

1 you thanks for your Caution, and ſhall ſteer another 
Courſe. 1 e | 

1 Fair. Sir, you look like an honeſt, modeſt Gentleman. 

ne Come home with me; I am as ble to give you a Dinner 


as my Lord; and you ſhall be very welcome to eat at my 
e. Table every Day, till you are better provided. 
wy E. V. Good Man. de.] Sir, I muſt beg you to ex- 
he cuſe me To-day ; but t ſhall find a Time to accept of 
your Favours, or at leaſt to thank you for em. £4 


„ Fair. Sir, you ſhall be very welcome whenever you 
4 pleaſe. 9 SE | [ Exit. 
2 E. V. Gramercy, Citizen! Surely, if Juſtice were an 
0 Herald, ſhe would give this Tradeſman a nobler Coat of 
. Arms than my Brother. — But 1 delay : | long to vindicate 
1 the Honour of my Station, and to diſplace this bold 
0 Vol. II. F | Uſurper: 


1 5 2 Be Tu Wins 8 


Vſurpe Ny one Concern, methinks, is nearer ain, 
| x/tance / Shou'd ſhe upon the Rumour of my Death 
| hve fix d her Heart elſewhere=— then I were dead indeed ; 

but if ſhe ſtill prove true, Brother, ſit faſt: 


Til bake your Strength, all Obſtacles remove, 0 
Suſtain d by Juſtice, and inſpir' d by Love. Exit. 


SCEN E, an Apartment. Conſtance, Aurelia. 


| © Con. For Heav'n's ſake, Couſin, ceaſe your imperti- 

nent Conſolations: It but makes me angry, and raiſes 
two Paſſions in me inſtead of one, You ſee I commit no 
Extravagance, my Grief 1s filent enough; my Tears 
make no Noiſe to diſturb any body, I defire no Compa- 
nion in my Sorrows ; leave me to my ſelf, and you com- 
fort me. 

Aur. But, Couſin, nere you no regard to your Repu- 
tation? this immoderate Concern for a young Fellow. 
Wn will the World lay? You lament him n a Huſ- 
ban 

Con. No; you miſtake: I have no Rule nor Method 
for my Grief; no Pomp of black and darken'd Rooms; 
no formal Month for Viſits on my Bed. I am content 
with the flight Mournicg of a broken Heart; and all 
my Form is Tears. 

ue Midnight. 

Mid. 8 Aurelia, Madam, don't Sidard. her. 
Every thing mult have its vent, *Tis a hard Caſe to be 
croſs'd in one's firſt Love. But you ſhould confider, Ma- 
dam, (Zo Conſtance.) that we are all born to die, ſome 
young, ſoxre old. | 

Con. Better we all died young, than to be plag u'd 
with Age, as I. am. I find other Folks Years are as 
troubleſome to us as our own. 

Mid. You have Reaſon, you have Cauſe to mouyn. 
He was the handſomeſt Man, and the ſweeteſt Babe, 


that I know; tho? I mult confeſs too, that Ben had much 1 


the finer Complection when he was born: But then Hermes, 
yes Hermes, had the Shape, that he had — But of all the 
Infants that I ever beheld with my Eyes, I think Ben had 
the fineſt Ear, Wax-work, perfect Wax-work ; and then 
he did fo ee at the Breaſt !—His Nurſe. was a _ | 

| 3 | en 
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vell. complectioned, ſprightly Jade, as ever I ſaw ; but 
her Milk was a little too ſtale, tho? at the ſame time 
*twas as blue and clear as a Cambrick. 6 

| Aur; Do you intend all this, Madam, for a Coaſola- = 
tion to my Coufin ? „ 

Mid. No, no, Madam, that's to come. I tell 
you, fair Lady, you have only loſt the Man; the Eſtate 

and Title-are ſtill your own ; and this very Moment 11 
wou'd ſalute you Lady Wou He, if you pleas d. 

Con, Dear Madam, your Propoſa al is very tempting, 
let me but conſider till to-morrow, and Flt give n. | 
Anſwer. - 

Mid. I knew it, T-knew it; 3 1 ſaid, when you were | 
born; you wou'd be a Lady; 1 knew it. To-morrow, 
you ſay. My Lord ſhall know it immediately. [ Exit. 

Aur, What d'ye intend to do, Couſin? 

Con. To go into the Country this Moment, to be free 
from the Impertinence of e the Perſecution of 
that Monſter of a Man, and that Devil of a Woman. 
O, Aurelia, I long to be alone. I am become ſo fond of 
Grief, that I would fly where I might enjoy it all, raps 
have no Interruption in my darling Sorrow. 

| Enter Elder Wou'dbe unpercei v d. 

E. W. In Tears! perhaps for me! I'll try 

[Props a Picture, and goes back to the Eni rance, 
aud liſtens. 

Aur. If there be aught in Grief delightful, don't 
orudge me a ſhare. _ 

Con. No, my dear Aurelia, ['ll-engroſs it all. I ov * 
him fo, methinks I ſhould be jealous if any mourned his 

Death beſides myſelf. What's here! [Takes up the Pic 
ture.] Ha l fee Couſin!—the very Face and Features of 
the Man ! Sure ſome officious Angel has brought me this 
for a Companion in my Solitude—Now I'm fitted out for 
Sorrow. With this I'll ſigh, with this converſe, gaze on 
his 3 e till 1 grow blind with weeping. 

Aur. I'm amaz'd ! how came it here ? 

Con. Whether by Miracle or human Chance, tis all 
alike 3 I have it here: Nor ſhall it ever ſeparate from m 


Breaſt—it's the "V; Thing could give me Joy, becauſe it 
will encreaſe my rief. | 
3 e E. W. 


. rr Sn Irene oe 


a8: Le ha 5 n nk 
E. V. Ke Moſt glorious, Woman ! now I am” 


fond of Life. 


Aur. Ha! What's this ? Your Buſineſs, pray, sir? | 

E. V. With this Lady. [Goes zo Conſtance, takes her 
Hand, and kneels.] Here let me worſhip that Perfection, 
whoſe Virtue might attract the liſt'ning Angels, and 
make em ſmile to ſee ſuch Py; ſo like enkel hes in 
human Shape. | 

Con. Hermes l Et 

E. V. Your living Hermes, who: mall die yours too. 

Con. Now Paſſion, powerful Paſſion, would bear me 
like a Whirlwind to his Arms But my Sex has Bounds 

————*Tis wondrous, Sir! 5 
E. V. Moſt wondrous are the Works of Fate for Man, 
and moſt cloſely laid is the Serpentine Line that guides 
him into Happineſs !—that hidden Power which did per- 
mit thoſe Arts to cheat me of my Birthright, had this 
Surpriſe of Happineſs in ſtore, well knowing that Grief 
1s the beſt Preparative for [oy. 

Cor. I never found the true Sweets of Love till this 
romantic Turn, dead. and alive! my Stars are poetical. 
For Heaven's Sake, Sir, - unriddle your Fortune. 

E. V. That my dear Brother mult do; for he made the 
* na. 
. Methinks I ſtand here like a Fool all this while: 
Word J had ſomebody or other to fay a fine thing or 
two to me. 

E. V. Madam, I beg ten thouſand Pardons : I have 
my. Excuſe in my Hand 5 

Aur, My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. 5 

E. V. Pray, Madam, don't trouble me with a Title 
till I am better equipt for it. My Peerage wou'd look 
a little ſhabby in tneſe Robes. FE | 

Con. You have got a poo Excuſe, my Lord ; you can 
wear better when you pleaſe | 

E. V. I have a better Excuſe, Madam. —T heſe are 
the beſt I have. 

Con. How, my Lord? | 

E. WW. Very true, Madam, I am at preſent, 1 believe. 
the pooreſt Peer in Frg/and. — Hark e, WN 9 | 
- ind me a Piece or tw o. jp | 
— HY, 
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Aur. Ha, ha, ha, a poor Peer indeed! he wants a 
Guinea. 
Con, I'm glad on't with all my Heart, 
E. W. Why ſo, Madam? 
Con. Becauſe I can furniſh you with five thouſand. 
. W. Generous Woman 
| Enter Trueman. 
tha my Friend too 
True. I am glad io find you here, my Lord: Ren s 4 
current Report about Town that you were kill'd. I was 
afraid it might reach this Family, ſo 1 come to diſprove 
the Story, by your Letter to me by the Jait Poſt. 
Aur. I'm glad he's come 3;-mow. it will be my Turn, 
Couſin. 
True. Now, my Lord, 1 wiſh 5 Joy; and I expect 
the ſame from you. 
E. V. With all my Heart; but upon What Score ? : 
True. The old Score, Marriage. 5 | 
E. V. To whom! | 
True, To a Neighbour Lady here 22 at Aurelia. 
Aur. Impudence! [4fide.] The Lady 8 be ſo 
near as you imagine, Sir. | 
True. The Lady mayn't be ſo near as you imagine, 
Madam. 
Far. Don't miſtake me, Sir: 1 did not care if the 
Lady were in Mexico. 
True. Nor I neither, Madam. 
\ Aur. You're very ſhort, Sir. | 
True, The ſhorteſt Pleaſures are the ſweeteſt, you know. 
Aur. Sir, you appear very different to me from What 
you were lately. 
True. Madam, you appear very different to me to what 
you were lately. 
Aur. Strange! - 
[This while Chibrace ab Wou'dbe entertain. one 
aganotber in dumb Sbeau. 
True. Miraculous! | 
Aur. I could never have believ'd it, | 
True. Nor I, as I hope to be-ſav'd. e 
Aur. III Manners ! COT ; 
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True. Worſe. | 5 
Aur. How have 1 deferv'd i it, Sir!: 3 
YL True 


30% mie Neon Neal. 5 
- True. How have I deſerv'd it, Madam? 
Aur. What? | | 
True, You, W | $ 
Aur. Riddles! 4 5 | 2 
True. Women !-—— My Lord, you'll hear of me at 
White's. Farewel. 5 RR 7, 
E. V. What, Trueman gone! : <p 


Aur, Yes. [Walks about in Diſerder. 1 


Aur. Nothing. | 

Con. Why are you uneaſy ? 
Aur, Nothing. 
Con, What ails you then??? 

Jur. Nothing :— 1 don't love the Fellow, - yet to be 
affronted I can't bear it. | Bar/ts out a crying, and ruus off. 
Con. Your Friend, my Lord, -has affionted Aurelia. | 

E N. Impoſſivle! His regard, to me were ſufficient 
Security ſor his good Behaviour here, tho? it were in his 
Nature to be rude e!ſewhere.——She has certainly us'd 
him ill. Es Greg 

Cem, Too well rather. ide re, 

E. V. Too well! have a care, Madam !——that, with 
ſome Men, is the greateſt Provocation to a Slight, 

Con. Don't miſtake, my Lord, her Uſage never went 
farther than mine to you; and I ſhould take it very ill to 
be abus' d ſor it. | 5 | = 

E. V. I'll follow him, and know the Cauſe of it. 

Con. No, my Lord, I'II follow her, and know it : Be- 
_ fides, your own Affairs with your Brother require you at 
_ preſent. - n | a. [Exeunt, 


eee 
TEE 
SCENE. Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 


| Yeung Wou'dbe and Subtleman. | 
v. V. D Eturn'd! Who ſaw him? Who ſpoke with 
| him? He can't be return'd. ke 
Sub. My Lord, he's below at the Gate parlying with 
the Porter, who has private Orders from me to * * 
: # dy- 


Con. Bleſs me; what's the Matter, Couſin ? 


— 
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body till you ſend him word, that we may have the more 
time to ſettle our Affairs. 

V. V. Tis a hard Caſe, Mr. 8 that a Man - 
can't 1 his Right without all this Trouble. 

Sub. Ah, my Lord, you ſee the Benefit of Law now, 
what an 3 it is to the Public for ſecuring of Pro- 
perty.— Had you not the Law o' your Side, who knows 
what Devices might have been practis'd to defraud you of 
your Right—But | have ſecur'd all—The Will is in true 
Form; and you have two Witneſſes already to ban. to 
the laſt Words of your Father. 

V. V. Then you, have got another. | 

Sub. Yes, yes, a right one;—and I ſhall pick up an- 
other time enough hes ore the Term : And J have planc- 
ed three or four Conſtables in the next Room, to take 
care of your Brother if he ſhou'd be boiſterous. 

V. V. Ihen you think we are ſecure. 

i Lab. Ay, ay, let him come now when he lens — 
I'll go down, and give Orders for his à dmittance. 

V. V. Unkind Brother! to diſturb me thus, juſt in 
the ſwing and ſtretch of my full Fortune! Where is the 
Tie of Blood and Nature, when Brothers will do this? 
Had he but Raid till Conflance had been mine, his Fre- 
ſence or his Abſence, had been then indifferent. | | 

Enter Midnight. 

Mid. Well. my Lord, [Pants as out of Breath] you'll | 
, ne'er be ſatisfied till you have broke my poor Heart, I 
have had ſuch ado yonder about you with Madam Con- 
ftance—but ſhe's your own. 

V. V. How! my own! Ah my dear Helpmate, I'mafraid 
we are routed in that Quarter: My Brother's come home. 
Mid. Your Brother come home; then I'll go travel. 

Going. 

V. V. Hold, hold, Madam, we are all ſecure; we 
have provided for his Reception; your Nephew Subtle- 
man has ſtopt up all Paſſages to the Eſtate. 

Mid. Ay, Ne ck is a pretty thriving ingenious Boy. 
Little do you think who is the Father of him. I'II tell 
vou; Mr. Moabite the rich Few in Lombard-fireet. 

Y. W. Moabite the Few / | 
Mid. You ſhall hear, my Lord: —One Eveniag, i as I 
Was very grave in my own Houſe, — che Heel 
| F 4 | Pre» 
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Preparation — Ay, it was the Weekly Preparation, I do 


remember particularly well.—-What hears me I—but pat, 
pat, very ijvitly at the Door. Come in, cnes I, and 
preſently enters Mr, Moabite, follow'd by a ſnug Chair, 
the Windows cloſe drawn, and in it was a fine young 
Virgin juſt upon the point of being deliver'd. We 
were all in a great hurly-burly for a while to be ſure; 
but our Production was a fine Boy—l had fifty Guineas 
for my trouble, the Lady was wrapt up very warm, 


plac'd in her Chair, and reconvey'd to the place ſhe 


came from. Who ſhe was, or what ſhe was, I cou'd 


Never learn, tho* my Maid ſaid that the Chair went thro? 


the Park—but the Child was left with me—The Father 
wou'd have made a Few on't preſently, but 1 ſwore, if 


be committed ſuch a Barbarity on the Infant, that 1 


would diſcover. all—-—So l had him brought up a good 
Chriſtian, and bound *Prentice to an Attorney. | 
V. V. Very well. | 


Mid. Ah, my Lord, there's many a pretty Fellow in 
\ London that knows as little of their true Father and Mo- 


ther as he does: | have had ſeveral ſuch Jobbs in my 
Time ;——there was one Scotch Nobleman that brought 
me four in half a Year. | . 46 
V. V. Four! and how were they all provided for? 


Mid. Very handſomely indeed; they were two Sons 


and two Daughters, the eldeſt Son rides in the firſt Troop 


of Guards, and the other is a very pretty Fellow, and his 


'\ Father's YVa/et de Chambre. h | 
VF. V. And what is become of the Daughters, pray? 


Mid. Why, one of 'em is a Mantua-maker, and the 
youngeſt has got into the Flay-houſe.— Ay, ay, my Lord, 


let Subtleman à one, I*Il warrant he'll manage your Bro- 


ther. Adimylite, here's ſomebody coming, I wou'd not 


be ſeen. 


V. V. *Tis my Brother, and he'll meet you upon the 


Stairs! 'adſo, get into this Cloſet till he be gone. | 
| [Shuts her into the Clo/et. 


| Enter E. Wou'dbe and Subtleman, 
My Brother! deareſt Brother, welcome! 


[ Runs and embraces him. 


E. V. I can't diſſemble, Sir, elſe Lwou'd return your 


falſe E e. 
falſe mbrace. e 


a ** 
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V. VV. Falſe Embrace! ſtill ſuſpicious of me! I thought: 
that five Years Abſence might have cool'd the unmanly 
Heats of our childiſh Days; that I am over-joy'd at your 
Return, let this teſtify, this Moment I refign all Right 


and Title to your Honour, and ſalute you, Lord. 


5&4 


E. . I want not your Permiſſion to enjoy my Right; 
there I am Lord and Maſler without your Reſi 


and the firſt uſe I make of my Authority is, to diſcard 


that rude, bull-fac'd Fellow at the Door, Where is my 


Steward? [Enter Clear-account] Mr. C/ear-account, let 


that pamper'd Centinel below this Minute be diſcharg'd. 
—PBrother, I wonder you cou'd feed ſuch a ſsarm of 
lazy, idle Drones about you, and leave the poor induſ- 
trious Bees, that fed you from their Hives, to ſtarve for 
want—Steward, look to't! if I have not Wot, for 


every Farthing of my Father's Debts upon my Toilet to- 


morrow Morning, you ſhall follow the Tipſtaff, I can 
_ aſſure you. | | N 


-# 


V. V. Hold, hold, my Lord, you uſurp too large a 


Power, methinks, o'er my Family. 


E. V. Your Family! Es a 


” v. V. Yes; my Family; you have no Title to Lord it 


here. Mr. Clear- account, you know your Maſter. 


E. V. How! a Combination againſt me !/——Brother,. 


take heed how you deal with one that, cautious 'of your 
Falſhood, comes prepar'd to meet your Arts, and can: 


retort your Cunning to your. Infamy: Your black, un- 


natural Deſigns againſt my Life, before I went abroad, 


my Charity can pardon ;: but my Prudence muſt remem- 
ber to guard me from your Malièe for the future. 


V. I. Our Father's weak and fond Surmiſe! which. 
he upon his Death-bed own'd; and to recompence me for 


that injurious, . unnatural Suſpicion, he left me fole Heir 


gy 


to his Eftate—Now, my Lord, m 
are—at your Service. _ 
E. W. Villainy beyond Example! have I not Letters 
from my Father, of ſcarce a Fortnight's Date, where 
he repeats his Fears for my Return, leſt it ſhould again 
expoſe me to your Hatred? | 
Sab. Well, well, theſe are no Proofs, my Lord; they 


won't paſs in Court againſt poſitive Evidence: Here 13+ 


your. Father's Will, fgnatum & fgillatum, beſ des his 
. ” „ 


I — CA A — h n —————_—_— 


gnation; 


* Houſe and Servants 
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Words to confirm it, to which I can take my poſitive 
Oath in any Court of Wftminfier. | - 
E. V. What are you, Sir? | Ee 

Sub. Of Cliford's Inn, my Lord, I belong to the Law. 
E. V. Thou art the Worm and Maggot of the Law, 
bred in the bruis'd and rotten Parts, and now are nouriſh- 
ed on the ſame Corruption that produc'd thee. —-—The 
Engliſh Law, as planted firſt, was like the Engliſb Oak, 
ſhooting its ſpreading Arms around, to ſhelter all that 
dwelt beneath its Shade : But now whole Swarms of 
Caterpillars, like you, hang in ſuch Cluſters upon every 
Branch, that the once thriving Tree now ſheds infectious 
Vermin on our Heads, C000 nip + wn, 
V. V. My Lord, I have ſome Company above; if 
pour Lordſhip will drink a Glaſs of Wine, we ſhall be 
proud of the Honour? if not, I ſhall attend you at any 
Court of Judicature, whenever you pleaſe to ſummon me. 
E. V. Hold,” Sir, -Perhaps my Father's dying Weak- 
neſs was impos'd on, and he has left him Heir; if ſo, 
his Will ſhall freely be obey'd Aide. Brother, you 
ſay you have a Will. "oo 
' 0x6. Here it is. [Shewing a- Parchment; 
E. V. Let me ſee it. 5 ä 
Sub. There's no Precedent for that, my Lord. 
E. V. Upon my Honour, I'Il reſtore it. 
V. V. Upon my Honour, but you ſhan't.— : 
| [Takes it from Sub. and puts it in his Pocktt. 
E. V. This Over-caution, Brother, is ſuſpicious, 
0 . Seven thouſand Pound a Year 4s worth looking 
after. | | 
E. V. Therefore yay” can't take it ill that I am little 
inquiſitive about it — Have you Witneſſes. to prove 
my Father's dying Words? ee 
V. V. A Couple in the Houſe: 
E. V. Who are they? 
Sub. Witneſſes, my Lord! 


Tis unwarrantable to 


enquire into the Merits of the Cauſe out of Court ;—my 
Client ſhall anſwer no more Queſtions... 

E. . Perhaps, Sir, upon a ſatisfactory Account of 

his Title, I intend to leave your Client to the quiet En- 

joyment of his Right, without troubling any Court wich 

TR” | the: 
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| Knaye as well as you, 
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Buſineſs ; ö I therefore deſire to know what. kind of Perſons 


are theſe Witneſſes, 
Sub. Oho, he's a coming about. Afede.] I told your 


| Lordſhip already, that I am one, another is in the Houſe, 


e of my Lord's Footmen. 

E. V. Where is this Footman? 

V. V. Forth- coming. 

E. W. Produce him. 1 

Sub. That I ſhall preſently. ——— The Day s our own, 


Sir; [To V. V.] but. you ſhall engage. firſt to aſk him no 


croſs Queſtions. |  [ F#iz. Sub. 
E. V. I am not fkill'd in ſuch : But, pray Brother, 
did my Father quite forget me? left me nothing! 


V. V. Truly, my Lord, nothing ——He ſpoke but: 
little, left no Legacies, : 
E. V. Tis ftrange ; he was extremely juſt; and lov'd- 


me too ; but perhaps ¶ Enter Subtleman avi;h Teague. 
Sub. My Lord, here's another Evidence. 
E. V. Teague / | 
Y. V. My Brother's Servant! 
[They all four fare upon one another: 
Sub. His Servant! 
Tea. Maiſhter ! ſee here Maiſhter, I did get all diſh: 


[Chinks Money] for being an Evidenſh, dear Joy; an be 


me ſhoule; I will give the half of it to you, if you will, 
give me your Permiſhon to make ſwear againſt you. 


E. W. My Wonder is divided between the Villainy of 


the Fact, and the Amazement of the Diſcovery !' 7; * 2 
my very Servant! ſure I dream. 

Tea. Fet, dere iſh no dreaming in the Caſn; I'm ſure- 
the Croon Pieceiſh are awake, for J haye been. taking, 


with dem diſh half hour. 


V. V. Ignorance, unlucky Man, thou haſt ruin'd me ; 8; 
why had I not a ſight of him before? | 

Sub. I thought the Fellow had. been too ien to 
be a Knavre. 

Tea. Be me Shoule, you lee, dear Joy.—— I can be a 

f en I think it conveniency. 

E. V. Now, Brother! Speechleſs! Your Oracle too 

ſilenc'd! Is all your boaſted Fortune ſank to the guilty 


Bluſhing for a — But I ſcorn to inſult, —Let Dit-- 
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appointment be your Puniſhment: But for your Lawyer 
there, Teague, lay hold of him. 5 
Sub. Let none dare to attach me without a legal War- 


V 8 


F 


& 


rant, 


Tea. Attach! no, dear Joy, I cannot attach you—but 
J can catch you by the Troat, after the Faſhion of Ire- 


land. | [Takes Subtleman by the Throat. 
Sub. An Aſſault! an Aﬀaulc! | Fi. 
Tea. No, no, tiſh noting but choaking, noting but 
choaking, „ 5 1 
E. V. Hold him faſt, Teague Now, Sir, [To V. V.] 
becauſe I was your Brotffer, you wou'd have betray'd me; 


and becauſe I am your Brother, I forgive it; . diſpoſe 


yourſelf as you think fit ——TÞ'lt order Mr. Clear-account 


to give you a thouſand Pounds. Go take it, and pay me 
by your Abſence, | 


V. V. I ſcorn your beggarly Benevolence: Had my 
Deſigns ſacceeded, I wou'd not have allow'd you the 
Weight of a Wafer, and therefore will accept none, — As 


for that Lawyer, he deſerves to be pilloried, not for his 


Cunning in deceiving you, but for his Ignorance in be- 
traying me.——The Villain has defrauded me of Seven 
thouſand Pound a Year. Farewel. | [ Going. 


Enter Midnight out of the Cloſet, runs io Young Wou'dbes. 
| and kneels. - 5 

Mid. My Lord, my dear Lord Woudbe, I beg you ten 
thouſand Pardons. 5 | i= 

Y. V. What Offence haft thou done to me? 
Mid. An Offence the moſt injurious——l have hitherto 
eonceal'd a Secret in my Breaſt, to the Offence of Juſtice, 
and the defrauding your Lordſhip of your true Right and 
Title. You, Benjamin Wou'dbe, with the crooked Back, 
are the eldeſt born, and true Heir to the Eſtate and Dig- 
1 858 ä 5 FEES, | 

On, How! 

Tea. Arah, how ? E 2 
Mid. None, my. Lord, can tell better than I, who 


brought you both into the World. My deceas'd Lord, 
upon the ſight of your Deformity, engag'd me, by a con- 


6derable Reward, to ſay you were the laſt born, that the 
beautiful Twin, likely to be the greater Ornament to the 
_— Family, 
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Family, might ſucceed him in his Honour.— This Secret 


my Conſcience has long ſtruggled with. Upon the News 
that you were left Heir to the Eſtate, I thought Juſtice 
was ſatisfied, and I was reſolv'd to keep i it a Secret ſtill; 


but by ſtrange Chance, over - hearing what paſs'd jult now, 


my poor Conſcience was rack'd, and I was ne to de- 


clare the Truth. 


Y. V. By all my former Hopes I could hank Gama it: 
I found the Spirit of Elderſhip in my, Blood; my Tolles 
beat, and ſwell'd for Seniority.— Mr. Hermes 12138 — 


I'm your moſt humble Servant. [Foppiſbly. 


E. W. Hermes is my Name, my Chriſtian Name; of 
which I am prouder than of all Titles that Honour gives, 
or Flattery beſtows.— But thou, vain Bubble, puft up 


with the —— Breath of that more empty Woman; to 5 
let thee ſee how I deſpiſe thy Pride, 11] call thee Lord, 


dreſs thee up in Titles like a King at Arms; you ſhall 
be blazon'd round, like any Church in Holland; thy 
Pageantry ſhall exceed the Lord-Mayor's; and yet dae 
Hermes, plain Hermes, ſhall deſpiſe thee. _ 

Sub, Well, well, this is nothing to the Purpoſe 
Miſtreſs, will you make an Affſidavit of what von have 
faid, before a Maſter in Chancery? - 

Mid. That I can, tho' I were to die the next Minute: 
after it. 

Tea.. Den, dear Joy, you wou'd be dam the next Mie. 
nute after dat. 6 
E. V. All this is trifling: I muſt purge my Houſe: of : 
this Neſt of Villainy at once. Here, Teague, LF biſpers 


Teague] go, make haſte. _ 
Tea. Dat I can.— [As he runs out, Y. W. pops FIG | 


V. V. Where are you going, Sir? 

Tea. Only for a Pot of Ale, dear Joy, for you and my: 
Maiſhter, to drink Friends. 

Y. V. Vou lie, Sirrah. [Pubs him back,. 

Tea, Fet, 1 do ſo. 

E. W. What, Violence to my Servant! Nay, chen. Vl 


force him a Paſſage. 


Sub. An Aſſault, an  Affault. upon the Body: of a Teer. 
Within there. | 


Zuter 


* 
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Enter ebree or Shaw Conſtables, one of em with a Black 
Patch on his Eye. They 4 3 Elder wor” dbe, and 


ſecure Teague. 
E. V. This Plot was laid for my Recepti ion, | Unhand 


me, Conſtable. 


V. V. Have a care, Mr. Conſtable, the Man is mad; 
he's poſſeſs'd with an odd Frenzy, that he's my Brother, 


and my elder too; So, becauſe I wou'd not very willingly 


re ſign my Houſe and Eſtate, he attempted to murder me. 
Szb. Gentlemen, take care of that Fellow: He ace 


an Aſfault upon my Body vi & armis. 


Tea. Arah, fat is dat wy at armiſh? 


7 Sub. No matter, Sirrah; I ſhall have you hang d. 


Tea. Hang' d! et is nothing, dear Joy; We are us'd. 
to't, 

E. W. Unhand me; Villains, or by all 

Tea. Have a caar, dear Maiſhter, don't ſwear; we 
mall be had in the Croon-Offiſn: Yon know dere iſh 


Sharpers about us. [Looking about on them that hold him, 


V. V. Mr. Conſtable, you know your Directions; 


away with em. 


E. V. Hold 
| Eonfi, No, no, force him away. — 

[They all hurry him off, manent Y. W. and Midnight 
v. V. Now, my dear Propheteſs, my Sybil; by all 


my dear Deſires and Ambitions, I do believe you have 


fpoken the Truth. I am the Elder. 
Mid. No, no, Sir, the Devil a word on't is PETER 
wou'd not wrong my Conſcience neither: For, faith and 


troth, as I am an honeſt Woman, you were born above 
three Quarters of an Hour after him but I don't much 


care if I do ſwear that you are the eldeſt. — What a Blei- 
fing it was that I was in the Cloſet at that pinch! Had! 
not come out that Moment, you wou'd have ſneakt off; 

your Brother had been in Poſleſſion, and then we had lolt 
all; but now you are eſtabliſh'd, Poſſeſſion gets you Mo- 
ney, that gets you Law, and . you know Down 
on your Knees, Sirrah, and aſk me Bleſſing. 


Y. V. No, my dear Mother, VII give thee a Bleſling, 
a Rent-charge of Five hundred Pound a Year, upon what: 


2 


part: of the Eſtate you. will, during — Life. 


42 
d 


9 


Mid, Thank vou, my Lord: That five Hundred a 
Year will afford me a leiſurely Life, and a handſome Re- 
ticement in the Country, where I mean to repent me of 


my Sins, and die a good Chriſtian : Fox Heaven knows, 


I am old, and ought to bethink me of another Life... 


Have you none of the Cordial left that we had in the 
Morning ? | | | 


v. V. Yes, yes, we'll go te the Fountain-head. Exeunt. 
SCENE, The Street. 
Enter Teapue. 


| Tea. Deel tauke me but diſh Ih a moſt ſhweet Buſineſs 


indeed; Maiſhters play the Fool, and Shervants muſt 
ſhuffer for it. I am Priſhoner in the Conſtable's Houſe, 
be me Shoule, and ſhent abrode to fetch ſome Bail for my 
Maiſhter ; but foo ſhall bail poor Teague agra? an 
| 23 Euter Conſtance. 8 
Oh, dere iſh my Maiſhter's old Love. Indeed, I fear 
diſh Biſhneſs will ſpoil his Fortune. | 


| on. Who's here? Teague? 3 Ha turns from — 
Tea. Deel tauke her, 1 did tought ſhe cou'd not know. 
me agen now I am a Priſkoner. [Conſtance goes about to 


look him in the Face, He turns. from my Diſh iſh not 
ſhivil, be me Shoule, to know a Shentleman fither he 
will or no. I | | | 
Con. Why this, Teague? What's the Matter? Are. 
you aſham'd of me, or yourſelf, Teague? 
Tea, Of bote, be me Shoule. 
Con. How does your Maſter, Sir? | 
Tea, Very well, dear Joy, and in Priſhon; 
Con. In Priſon! how! where?! . 
_ Tea, Why, in the little Baſbtile yonder, at the End 


of the Street. 


Cen. Shew me tlie Way immediately. 


Tea. Fet, I can ſhew you the Houſe yonder; Shee | 


yonder ; be me Shoule I ſhee his Face yonder peeping 
troo the Iron Glaſs Window. | | 


Con. I'll ſee him, tho' a Dungeon. were his Confine- 


' MENT, | Run. of 


Tea. Ah—auld kindneſh, be me ſhoule, cannot 
forgotten. Now, if my Maiſhter had but Graſh enough 
to get her wit Child, her Word wou'd go for two; and 


he wou'd bail him and I bote. [ Exit... 


SCENE. 


— 
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.SC ENE, A Room Gr furniſhed, E. W. be ay, 


Writing. 


| E. V. The Tow'r confines the Great, 
The Spunging-houſe the Poor; 
Thus there are Degrees of State 
That ev'n the Wretched muſt endure. 


Va.irgil, 2ho' cheriſhed in Courts,. © 
5 Relates but a ſplenetic Tale, 
- Cervantes Rewels and lin 8 
. Altho' he aurit in a Jail. 


Then hang Reflections, [Starts up. 1 ru go write a Ol 


medy. Ho, within there: Tell the Lieutenant of the 


* ower that 1 would ſpeak with him, 


' Enter Conſtable. I 
Con 52 Ay, ay, the Man is mad: Lieutenant o'th' 
Tower ! ha, ha, * wou' d you con'd make your Words 
good, Maſter... 
E. W. Why, am not I a Priſoner bere! * I know it by 


the ſtately Apartments.-What is that, pray, that . 
ſtreaming down upon the Wall yonder? 


Conſt. Yonder ! 'tis Cobweb, Sir. 


E. V. Tis falſe, Sir : *Tis as fine TOE as any in 


Europe. 


' Conf. The Devil it is 5 | 
E. V. Then your Damaſk Bed, here; the F lowers are 


ſo bold, I took em for Embroidery ; ; and then the Head- 


work, Point de Venice, I proteſt"! | 
Conſt. As good Kidderminſtir as any in Nan I muſt 


confeſs : and tho? the Sheets be a little ſoil'd, yet I can 
aſſure you, Sir, that {many an honeſt Gentleman has lain- 


in them. 


E. V. Pray, Sir, what did thoſe two India pieces coll, | 
| Cui are fix d up in the Corner of the Room? 
Conſt. Indian Pieces! What the Devil, Sir, they are 


my old ſack- boots, my Militia Boots. 
E. V. I took them for two China Jars, upon my 


Word: But hark'e, Friend, art thou content that theſe 


Things ſhou'd be as they are? 
Confi. Content] ay, Sir. 
E. . Why then ſhould I complain? [ One call, within, 


[Vitbin.] 


a po TOA oo 1 


nd ' 
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[Vitbin.] Mr. Conſtable, here's a Woman will force 
her Way upon us: We can t ſtop her. 

Conſt. Knock her down then, knock her down ; let no 
Woman come up, the Man's mad enough already. 
| Enter Conſtance, _ 5 

Con. Who dares oppoſe me?? 5 

| [Throws him a handful of Money. 


* 


Conft, Not I truly, Madam. [Gathers up the Money. 


E. V. My Conftance ! my Guardian-angel here! Then 
nought can hurt me, 3 | 
Conft. Hark'e, Sir, you may ſuppoſe the Bed to be a 
Damaſk Bed for Half an Hour, if you pleaſe,— | 
Con. No, no, Sir, your Priſoner mult along with me. 
Conſt. Ay! faith, the Woman's madder than the Man. 
55 Enter Trueman and Teague. | 


* 
3 


. E. V. Ha! Trueman too! I'm proud to think that 


many a Prince has not ſo many true Friends in his Pa- 
lace, as I have here in Priſon ; two ſuch 
Tea. Tree, be me Shoule. | OS, 
Treu. My Lord, jalt as I heard of your Confinement, I 
was going to make myſelf a Priſoner, Behold the Fet- 
ters; I had juſt bought the Wedding- ring. 

Con. J hope they are golden Fetters, Captain? _ 
True. They weigh four thouſand Pounds, Madam, be- 
ſide the Purſe, which is worth a Million. —My Lord, this 
very Evening was I to be married; but the News of your 
Misfortune has ſtopt me: I would not gather Roſes in a 
8 | + | 

E. V. Come, the Weather ſhall be clear; the thoughts 
of your good Fortune will make me eaſy, more than my 
own can do, if purchaſed by your Diſappointment. 

True. Do you think, my Lord, that I can go to the 
Bed of Pleaſure, whilſt you lie in a Hovel ? Hert, : 
where is this Conſtable ? How dare you do this, infolent 
Raſcal? 3 3 | | : 
2 5 Raſcal! do you know who you ſpeak 
to, Sir ? | | I 5 5 

True. Yes, Sirrah ; don't I call you by your proper 


- 


Name? How dare you confine a Peer of the Realm? 


Conf. Peer of the Realm! you may give good Words 


tho' I hope. 


E. V. Ay, ay, Mr. Conſtable is in the right, he did 
| | 1 ut 
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but his duty ; I ſuppoſe he had twenty Guineas for kis 


Pains. | 
Conſt. No, I had but ten. EE 
E. V. Hark'e, Trueman, this Fellow muſt be ſooth'd, 
he'll be of Uſe to us; | muſt employ you too in this Affair 
with my Brother... . 
True. Say no more, my Lord, 11] cut his Throat, tis 
but flying the Kingdom. 5 N 
E. V. No, no, twill be more Revenge to worſt him 
gat his own Weapons, Cou'd | but force him out of his 
| Garriſon, that I might get into Poſſeſſion, his Claim 
wou'd vaniſh immediately.—Does my Brother know you? 
True. Very little, if at all. N 
RH. I piſper.. 
True, It ſhall be done ;-—Look'e, Conſtable, you're 
drawn into a wrong Cauſe, and it may prove your De- 
ſtruction, if you don't change Sides immediately :—We 
deſire no Favour, but the Uſe of your Coat, Wig, and 
Staff for Half an Hour, 1 5 | 
Conft. Why truly, Sir, I underſtand now, by this Gen- 
tlewoman, that I know to be our Neighbour, that he is 
a Lord, and I heartily beg his Worſhip's Pardon, and 
if I can do your Honour any Service, your Grace may 
command me. ; 55 | 
E. W. I'll reward you, but you muſt have the black 
Patch for the Eye too. FT na 
Tea. I can give your Lordſhip wan; here fet, tis a 
Plaiſhter for a fore Finger, and I have wornit but twice. 
Con, — But pray, Captain, what was your Quarrel a 
Aurelia to-day? ?, 1 
True, With your Permiſſion, Madam, we'll mind my 
Lord's Buſineſs at preſent; when that's done, we'll mind 
the Lady's. My Lord, I ſhall make an excellent Con- 
ſtable; I never had the Honour of a civil Employment 
before: We'll equip ourſelves in another Place , Here, 
vou Prince of Darkneſs, have you ne'er a better Room in 
your Houſe, theſe Iron Grates frighten the Lady. _ 
Conſt. I have a handſome, neat Parlour below, Sir. 
- True. Come along then, you muſt conduct us. —— We 
don't intend to be out of your Sight, that you may'nt be 
out of ours, —f 4/;de.] | | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes io an Apartment. | 
Enter Aurelia in a Paſſion, Richmore following. 
Aur. Follow me not ;-——Age and Deformity, with 
Quiet, were preferable to this vexatious Perſecution ; for 
Heaven's ſake, Mr. Richmore, what have I ever ſhewn to 
vindicate this Preſumption of yours? 5 
Rich. You ſhew it now, Madam, your Face, your 
Wit, your Shape, are all Temptations to undergo even 
the.Rigour of your Diſdain, for the bewitching Pleaſure 
of your Company, „ 


Aur. Then be aſſur'd, Sir, you mall reap no other 


Benefit by my Company; and if you think it a Pleaſure 
to be conſtantly ſlighted, ridicul'd, and affronted, you 


ſhall have Admittance 'to ſuch Entertainment whenever 


you will. | 


Rich. I take*you at your Word, Madam; I am arm'd 
with Submiſſion againſt all the Attacks of your Severity, 


and your Ladyſhip ſhall find, that my Reſignation can 
bear much longer than your Rigour can inflift. -- | 


Aur, That is, in plain Terms, your Sufficiency will 
preſume much longer than my Honour can reſiſt, —Sir, 


you might have ſpar'd the unmannerly Declaration to my 
Face, having already taken care to let me know your 
Opinion of my Virtue, by your impudent Settlement 
propos'd by Mrs. Midnight. | Ef 1 
Rich. By thoſe fair Eyes, I'll double the Propoſal ; this 
ſoft, this white, this powerful Hand [Takes her Hand] 
ſhall write its own Conditions. : | 


Aur. Then it ſhall write this—[ Szrikes him] and if you 


like the Terms, you ſhall have more another Time. [ ZEæit. 

Rich, Death and Madneſs! a Blow— Twenty thouſand 
Pound Sterling for one Night's Revenge upon her dear, 
proud, diſdainful Perſon !—Am not J rich as many a 


Sovereign Prince, wallow in Wealth, yet can't command 


my Pleaſure? — Woman If there be Power in Gold, I 
yet ſhall triumph o'er thy Pride. | 
Es Enter Midnight. | 
Mid. O' my troth, and ſo you ſhall, if I can help it. 
Rich. Madam, Madam, here, here, here's Money, 
Go'd, Silver, take, take, all, all, my Rings too; all 


hall be yours, make me but happy in this preſumptuous 
” | EY. Beauty, 


—— 
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Beauty, I'll make thee rich as Avarice can crave ; if not, 
I'll murder thee and myſelf too. 

Mid. Your Bounty is too large, too large 1 0, Sir, 

Rich. Too large! no, tis Beggary without her. —— 
Lordſhips, Manors, Acres, Rents, Tithes, and Trees, 
all, all ſhall fly for my dear ſweet Revenge. 

Mid. Say no more, this Night L 11 105 you in a Way. 

Rich This Night? 

Mid. The neue 6 s Aunt is very 1 near her Time——ſhe 
| goed abroad this Evening a viſiting ; in the mean time I'll 

end to your Miſtreſs, that her Aunt is fallen in Labour 

at my Houſe : She comes in a hurry, ab then po 

Rich. Shall I be there to meet her 7 

Mid. Perhaps. 

Rich. In a private Room ? 

Mid. Mum. 

Rich. No Creature to ditturb us +. PEG 
Mid. Mum, I fay, but you muſt give me your Word 
not 6 raviſh her; nay, I can tell you, the won't be ra- 
viſh* 

Rich. Raviſh! Let me fee, I'm worth five thouſand 
Pound a Year, twenty thouſand Guineas in my Pocket, 


and may not I force a Toy that's ſcarce worth hit teen hun- 
dred Pound ? I'll do't. i 


Her Beauty ſets my Heart on fire, beſide 

Th' injurious Blow has ſet on fire my Pride; 
The bare Fruition were not worth my Pain, 
The Joy will be to humble her Diſdain ; 
Beyond Enjoyment will the Tranſport laſt _ 
e when the Ext ſy is Paſt. 


. The End of the Fourth AC T 


/ | | 2 ACT 
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ACT.V. 


SCE N E, Lord Wou'dbe” 5 Hoſe, 
Young Wou'dbe Selur. 


v. V. CO Hew me that proud Stoic that can bear Suc- 

8 ceſs and Champaign ; Philoſophy can ſupport 
us in hard Fortune, but who: can have Patience in Pro- 
ſperity ? The Learned may talk what they will of hu- 
man Bodies, but Jam ſure there is not one Atom in mine 
but what is truly Epicurean, My Brother is ſecur'd, I 
guard with my Friends, my lewd and honeſt Midnight 
Friends, —Holla, who waits there ? | 

Emer Servant. 

Ser. My Lord ! | 

Y. V. A freſh Battalion of Bottles to re- Mitres an: 
ciſtern. Are the Ladies come? 

Ser. Half an Hour ago, my Lord : They re below i in 
the Bathing Chamber. 7 

v. V. Where did you light on 'em? 5 

Ser. One in the Paſſage at the old Play-houſe, i my Lord | 
Il found another very melancholy paring her Nails by 
Ro/amond's Pond, —and a Couple I got at the Checquer 
Alehouſe in Ho/born ; ; the two laſt came to Town Yelter- 
day in a Weſt Country Waggon. | | 

V. A. Very well, order Baconface to haſten Supper—. 
and d'ye hear? Bid the Sww7/5 admit no Stranger, without 
acquainting me [ Exit Servant, |] Now Fortune I defy. 
thee, this Night's my own at leait. [ Re-enter Servant. 

Ser. My Lord, here's the Conſtable below with the 
To Eye, and he wants to ſpeak with your Lordſhip i in 
all haſte. . 

v. V Ha! the Conſtable! Shou'd Fortune jilt me 
now ? —Bid him come vp, T fear ſome curſed Chance to 
thwart me. 

Enter Trueman in the Conſtables Cloaths. 
True, Ah! My Lord, here is fad News—your Hrother, 


15 


V. V. Got away, made his Blcape J warrant you. 
True. Worſe, were; 85 Lord. 


N 
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„ Worſe, work; ? What can be worſe ? 

True. I dare not ſpeak it. 

V. V. Death and Hell, Fellow das' t diſtract n me. 

True. He's dt ad. 

FV. V. Dead. 

True. Poſitively. 

V. W. Coup de Grace, Ciel Gramercy. 

True. Villain, I underſtand you, La. 
V. V. But how, how, Mr. Conſtable ? speak! it aloud, 
kill me with the Relation. 

True. I don't know how, the poor Gentleman was very 


melancholy upon this Confinement, and ſo he deſir'd me 


to ſend for a Gentlewoman that lives hard by here, may. 
hap your Worſhip may know her. 

V. V. At the gilt Balcony i in the Square ? | 

True. The very ſame, a {mart Woman truly—T went 
for her myſelf, but ſhe was otherways engag'd ; not ſhe 
truly, ſhe wou'd not come—— Wou'd you believe it, my 
Lord, at the hearing of this the poor Man was like to 
drop down dead, 

V. W. Then he was but likely to drop down dead ? 

True. Wou'd it were no more. Then I left him, and 
coming about two Hours after, I found him hang's 1 in his 
Sword-belt. _ | - 

V. V. Hang'd! 

True. Dangling. 

V. V. Le coup declat! D like the nobleſt a of 
'em all; but are Fou ſure he's paſt all Recovery? Did 


. you ſend for no Shrgeon to bleed him! 
e. No, my Lord, I forgot that—but VII ſend in. 


mediately, 

Y. V. No, no, Mr. Conſtable, tis too late now, too 
late— and the Lady would not come, you ſay ? 

' True. Not a'ſtep wou'd ſhe ſtir. 

Y. V. Inhuman! barbarous! —dear, 1 Wo- 
man, thou now art A is the Body, Mr. Con- 
fable? J muſt ſee it. 

True. By all means, my Lord, it lies in my Parlour; 
there's a power of Company come in, and among the reſi 
one, one, one Trueman, | think they call him, a deviliſh 
hot Fellow, he had lik'd to have all the Houſe down 
about our Ears, and ſwears—1 told him he ſhould pay for 

| « ſwearing 
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ſwearing—he gave me a ſlap in the Face, ſaid he was in 
the Army, and had a Commiſſion for't. og 1 
V. V. Captain Trueman; A bluſtering kind of Rake- 
helly Officer. . a : 
rue. Ay, my Lord, one of thoſe Scoundrels that we 
pay Wages to for being knock'd o' th'head for us. | 
V. V. Ay, ay, one of thoſe Fools that have only 
Brains to be knock'd out. _ „„ 
True. Son of a Whore. [ 4fde.] He's a plaguy impu- 
dent Fellow, my Lord; he ſwore that you were the 
greateſt Villain upon the Earth. | 3 
V. V. Ay, ay, but he durſt not ſay that to my Face, 
Mr. Conftable, 3 5 . „ 
True. No, no, hang him, he ſaid it behind your Back 
to be ſure and he ſwore moreover— Have a care, my 
Lord, ——he ſwore that he would cut your Throat when- 


* 


* 


o 


ever he met you. . | | 
V. V. Will you ſwear that you heard him ſay ſo? 
True. Heard him! Ay, as plainly as you hear me : He 
ſpoke the very Words that I ſpeak to your 2 
V. W. Well, well, I'll manage him But now I think 
on't, I won't go to ſee the Body; it will but encreaſe my 
Grief.—— Mr. Conſtable, do you ſend for the Coroner : 


They muſt find him Von Compos. He was mad before, 


you know, Here—ſomething for your Trouble. + 
: | | 70 [Gives Money. 
True. Thank your Honour. — But pray, my Lord, have 
a care of that Trueman; he ſwears that he'll cut your 
Throat, and he will do't, my Lord, he will do't. | 
V. V. Never fear, never tear. | | 
Trae. But he ſwore it, my Lord, and he wall certainly 
do't. Pray have a Care, TEX. 


V. V. Well, well, —ſo, the Devil's in't if 1 ben't 


the eldeſt now. What a Pack of civil Relations have I 
had here? My Father takes a Fit of the Apoplexy, makes 
a Face and goes off one way ; my Brother takes a Fit of 
the Spleen, makes a Face and goes off other way.— Well, 
I mutt own he has found the way to mollify me, and I 
do love him now with all my Heart; ſince he was ſo 
very civil to juſtle into the World before me, I think he 
did very civilly to juſtle out of it before me But now 

9 TIRE 5 N my 
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my Joys! : Without there—hollo—take off the Reta 
of the Gate; the Heir may now enter unſuſpected. 


The Wolf is. dead, the Shepherd: may go play : 
Eaſe Follows Care, Ja rowls the World away, 


> Queſtion whether Adverſity * Beete ne 


the moſt Poets. 

Enter a Th ; 
Ser. My Lord, a F ootman brought this Letter, and 
waits for an Anſwer. 

Y. V. Nothing from the Elyfian Fields 1 — pe. [Open- 
Ing the Letter.) What do I ſee, CONS TANG) E Spelli 
and Magic in every e 0 the Fee ee for the 
ſweet Contents. 


M1 Y Terd, J am plana ro "OP of | your + bays Change of 


Fortune, and ſhall be grad. to Jee our Lordſhip this 
Evening to 201% you „ os) NSTANCE, 


Now the Devil's in this Midnight ; 80 told me this After- 
noon that the Wind was chopping about, and has it got 
into the warm Corner already? Here, my Coach and fix 
to the Door: I'll viſit my Sultana in State. As for the 
Seraglio below 8 ! my Baſhaws, my poſe Len 
8 , at. 


| SCENE, The Street. - hs auth: a \Lanthers, T rue 
man in the Conflable's Habit following, 


True. Blockhead, thou haſt led us out of the way ; we 
have certainly paſt the Conſtable's Houſe. | 
Tea. Be me Shoule, dear Joy, I am never out of my 
ways; for poor Teague has been a Vanderer ever fince he 


+ was borned. 


True. Hold up the Lanthorn : What is that? The St. 
Alban's Tavern! Why, you blundering Fool, you have 
led me directly to 57. Fames's Square, when you ſhould 


have gone towards Soho. [Shriehking within. ] Hark 


What Noiſe is that over the way? A Woman's Cry! 
Tea. Fet is it——ſhome Daumſel in Diſtreſs, I n. 
that has no mind to be reliev'd. 
True. I'll uſe the Privilege of my Office to know wha 
the Matter is. | 7 
eas 


Ts 


Tea. Hold, hold, Maiſhter Captain, be me fet, dat 
Hh not the way home. | 

Within ]--Help, help, Murder! Help. 

Fraue. Ha! Here mult be Miſchief — Within there, 
open the Door in the King's Name, or I'll force wv 
open. Here, Teague, break open the Door, 

[Teague tales the Staff, thumps at the Door. 

Tea. Deel taake him, 4 have knock ſo long as I am 


able. Arah, Maiſhter, reat long Ladder to get 


in the Window of the "ſhe oom, an "106 en 
Door, and let in your ſhelf. & 
Within. Help, help, help. | 
True. Knock unde let's raiſe the Mob. | F 
' Tea: O Maiſhter, I have tink juſt now of a brave To 
vention to make dem come out; and be St. Patrict, dat 
very Buſhineſs did maake my nown ſhelf and my Fader 


ran lige the Devil out of my nown Hooſe in my Gum. 
try: — Be me Shoule, ſet the Hooſe a · fire. PP 


8 Enter the Mob. 

Mob: What's the Matter, Maſter Conſtable? 

True. Gentlemen, I command yo ir Aſſiſtance in the 
* 's Name, to break i into the Houſe : TEE is Mur- 
der Tried within. 

Mob, Ay, ay, break open the Door, 

[Midnight at the * 

Mig. What Noiſe is that below 2 | 
Tea. Arah, vat Noiſe is dat above? 

Mid. Ouly a poor Gentlwoman in Taker poten be 
over preſently. Here, Mr. Conſable, there's ſomething 
for you to drink. [Throws down a Purſe, Teague tales it up. 

ea. Come, Maiſhter we have no more to ſhay, be me 
ſhoule, [Going.] Arah, if you will play the Conſtable 
right now, fet you will come away. | 

True. No, no; there muſt be Villainy by this Bribe. 


UL Who lives in this Houſe ? 


Mob, A Midwife, a Midwife : *Tis none of pur Buſi- 


neſt; let us be gone. Aurelia ar the Window, 


Aur. Gentlemen, dear Gentlemen, help! a Rape, a 


Rape, Villainy ! 


rue. Ha! That Voice I know — Give me the Staff; 


Pll make a Breach, J warrant you. 


[ Breaks open the , and all ge in. 
Vor. IL. G SCENE 


„% The wen Ric. 


„ SCENE changes to the Inſide of the Heaſe. . 
Re-enter Trueman and Mob. 


- True. Gentlemen, ſearch all about the Houſe ; let not 


3 Sou eſcape. 


Euter Aurelia, h with e Hair about her Bars, and 
ut of Breath. 


Aur. Dear Mr. Conſtable, — had you—ſtaid but a Mo- ; 


ment longer, I had been ruined. 

True. Aurelia Are you ſafe, Madam? 
Aur. Yes, yes; I am fafe—I think—but with enough 
to do: He's a devilifh ſtrong Fellow. 

True. Where is the Villain that attempted it? 

Aur. Pſhaw— never mind the Villain look out the 


Woman of the Houſe, the Devil, the Monſter, that de- 


* me hither. | 
Enter Teague, hauling in Midnight by the Hair. 
Tea. Be me Shoule, I have taaken my, ſhaar of the 


Plunder. Let me ſhee, fat | have gotten, [Takes her 10 
the Light.) Ububboo, a Witch, Witch; the very ſaam 


Witch dat would ſwaar my Maiſhter was the oungeſt. 


True. How! Midnight! This was the luckieſt Diſguiſe | 


—— Come, my dear Pro/er 18 Pll take care of you. 

Mid Pray, Sir, let me peak to you. 

True. No, no; I'll talk with - before a Magiſtrate 
—A Cart, Bridewwell ;—you underſtand me Teague, 
let her be your Priſoner, I'll wait on this Lady. 

Aur. Mr. Conſtable, I'II reward you. 


Tea. It iſh convenient noo by the Law of Armſh, that | 


I ſearch my Priſhoner, for fear ſhe may have ſome Pocket- 
Piſhtols: Dere is a Joak for you. [Searches her Pocket. 
Mid. Ah! don't pſe an old Woman ſo barbaroully. 
Tea. Dear Joy, den fy vere you an old Woman ! Dat 
js your Falt, not mine, Joy ! Uboo, here ith noting but 
ſcribble ſcrabble Papers, 1 tink. 
75 LPulls out a handful of Letters. 
St, Let me ſee em; they may be of Uſe [ Looks 
over the Letters.) For Mr. Richmore—Ah ! Does he traf- 
fic hereabouts ? 
Hur, That is the Villain that would have abuſed me, 


True, 1 Then he has abus'd 4 3 Villain 9 | 
mV} AS 


01 


< hy 
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Was his Name Richmore, Miſtreſs ? a luſty handſome | 
Man? CTT E ws 
Aur. Ay, ay, the very ſame; a luſty, ugly Fellow. 
| True. Let me fee—whole Scrawl is this? [Opens the 
Letter.) Death and. Confuſion to my Sight ; Cielia! My 
reci 


Bride ! — His Whore. ue paſt a pice unſeen, 
which to look back upon, ſhivers me with Terror. — This 
Night, this very Moment, had not my Friend been in 
Confinement, had not I worn this Dreſs, had not Aurelia 
been in Danger, had not Teague found this Letter, had 
the leaſt minuteſt Circumſtance been omitted, what a 
Monfter had I been! Miſtreſs, is the ſame Rzichmore'in 
the Houſe ſtill, think ce? ß 
Aur. Tis very probable he may. — 
True. Very well. — 


Teague, take theſe Ladies over 
to the Tavern, and ſtay there till I come to you. 
Madam, (To Aurelia) fear no Injury—your Friends are 
neat YOu", =: 259 [5 „FF | 

Aur. What does he mean? i 
Tea. Come, dear Joy, 'I vil give you a Pot of Wine, 
out of your own Briberies here. " 

II Hauls out Midnight, Exit Aurelia and Mob. 
77 7 Manet Trueman. 
| Enter Richmore, 5 
Rich. Since my Money won't prevail on this croſs Fel- 
low, I'll try what my Authority can do — What's the 
meaning of this Riot, Conſtable? I have the Commiſ- 
ſion of the Peace, and can command you. Go about 
your Buſineſs, and leave your Priſoners with me. | 

True. No, Sir; the Priſoners ſhall go about their Bu- 
ſineſs, and 1'Il be left with you——Look'e, Maſter, we 
don't uſe to make up theſe Matters before Company: So 
you and I muſt be in private a little. Vou ſay, Sir, that 

- you are a Juſtice of Peace. 14 5 
Rich. Yes, Sir; I have my Commiſſion in my Pocket. 
True, I believe it.— Now, Sir, one good Turn deſerves 
another: And if you will promiſe to do me a Kindneſs, 


why, you {hall have as good as you bring. $ = 7 
Rich. What is it? 3 „ «= 
True. You mult know, Sir, there is a Neighbour's 2 


Daughter that I had a woundy Kindneſs for: She had a 
very good Repute all over the Pariſh, and might have 
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married very handſomely, that I muſt fl s di I don't 
know-how, we came together after a very kindly natural 
manner, and I ſwore, that I'muft ſay, I did ſwear con- 
foundedly, that I would marry her: But, I don't know 
how, I never car d for marrying of her ſince, 

Rich, How ſo? 

True. Why, becauſe I did a Buſineſs without it's 
That was the beſt way, I 2 t— The Truth is, ſhe 
has ſome fooliſh Reaſons to ſay ſhe's with Child, and 
threatens mainly to have me taken up with a Warrant, 
and brought before a Juſtice of Peace. Now, Sir, I intend 
to 1 1 before you, and I hope your Worſhip will bring 
me o 

Rich, Look'e, Sir, if the Woman prove with Child, 
and you ſwore to marry her, you muſt dot. 

True. Ay, Maſter; but 1 am for Liberty and Pro- 
perty, I vote for Parliament: men: I pay Taxes, and 
truly I don't think Matrimony confiſlent with the Liberty 
of the Subject. 

Rich. But in this Caſe, Sir, both Law and Juſtice will 


obli 
754 . Why, if it be the Law of the Land—I found a 


Letter here -I think it is for your Worſhip. 
Rich, Ay, Sir, how came you by it 2 
True. By a very ſtrange Accident truly — CI — 
ſhe ſays here you ſwore to marry her. Eh !—Now, Sir, 
I ſuppoſe that what is Law for a Petty COIN may 
be Law for a Juſtice of Peace. | 
Rich. This is the oddeſt N 
True, Here was the tother Lady that cried out 1 
Warrant now, if I were brought before you for raviſhing 
a Woman—the Gallows wou'd raviſh me for 1 
Rich. But I did not raviſh her. | 
True, That * glad to hear: I wanted to be ſure of 
that. | Ali.. 
Rich, I don't like this Fellow.” Cone Sir, give me 
my Letter, and go about your Buſineſs; I have no more 
to ſay to | | 
True. But l I have ſomething to ſay to you. 


laue up to bin. 


Rich. What! 
Trae. Dog. | - 22 | [Strife him, 


Rich. 


ha 


„ wh, ty} 
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Rich: Ha! track Was Peaſant ! SHER ] 3 thy 
Death 15 certain, : [Runs at Trueman. 
1 O brave Don Wen Rape and Murder in one 

[ Diſaras him, 

1 Raſcal, return my Sword, and acquit your Pri- 


ſoners, elſe will I _ theo ts. Beggary, Pll give 


ſome Petty-fogger a thouſand Pound 0 ſtarve thee. and 
thy Family according to LW. | 
True. I'll lay you a thouſand Pounds you won't. 


Diet bum. | 


| Rich. Ghoſts and Apparitions ! Trueman! 
True. Words are needleſs to upbraid you; my at 
Looks are ſufficient ; and if you. have the leall Senſe of 
Shame, this Sword wou'd be leſs painful in your Werte, 
than my Appearance is in your Eye. | 

Rib, * by Heavens. 

True. Think on the Contents of this [ 7 REI a Lewes? 
think next on me; reflect upon your en to Aurelia, 


then view thyſelf. 


Rich. Truman, canſt thou forgive me 7 | 
True, Forgive thee! LA long Pauſe.) Do one og 2 
1 will 83 . | 
Rich, Any thing un beg thy an, 
True. The Blow excuſes that. 


Rich, Ell give thee half my Eftate. | 


True, Mercena 
_ Rich, Pllmake thee my fole Hein. 

True, I deſpiſe it. 
Nich. What ſhall IL do? 

Tree. You ſhall——marry Culia. 

Rich, How | that's too hade. 

True. Too hard] Why was it then er on wes If, 
you marry her yourſelf, I ſhall. believe you intended me 


no Injury: fo your Behaviour will: be juſtified, m at 


ſentment appeas'd, and the Lady's Honour repair 
Rich. Tis infamous; 


True. No, by Heavens, tis Juſtice, and what is juſt 


is honourable: IF Promiſes from Man to Man have 
Force, why not from Man to Woman ?-—— Their very 


Weaknels is the Charter of their Power, and they ſhould 
not be injur'd, becauſe they can't return it. 
Rick. . Rein my Sword. | 


/ 


G. 3. True. 
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True. In my Hand tis che Sword of Juſtice, and 1 


mould not part with it. 
Rich. Then ſheath it here, I'l! die before 1 conſent ſo 


baſely. 
True. Confider, Sir, the Sword is worn ſor a diſtin- 


guiſhing Mark of Honour —Promiſe me one, and x receive 


rother. | 

Rich, I'll promiſe nothing, till 1 have that in my 
Power. 

True. Take it, 4 3 4 bis 8 ie 

Rib. ] ſcorn to be compell d even to Juſtice; and now 
that I may reſiſt, I yield. Trueman, I have od e 
and C/elia I have ſeverely wrong d. 
True. Wrong'd indeed, Sir and to aggravate the 
Crime, the fair Alicted loves you: Mark'd you with 


What Conſuſion ſhe receiv'd me? She wept, the injur'd 


Innocence wept, and with a ſtrange ReluQance gave 
conſent ; her moving Softneſs 3 my Heart, tho? i 
miſtook the Capſe. 

Rich. Your youthful Virtue warms r Bread, and 
melts it into Tenderneſs. 

True. Indulge it, Sir; jaliee 1s noble in any Form; 


think of the Joys and Raptures will poſſeſs her, When 


ſhe finds you inſtead of me: You, the dear Diſſembler, 


the Man the loves, the Man the gave for loſt, to find him 
true, return'd, and'in her Arms. 


Rich. No new Paſſeſſion can give equ 2 joy: lt ſhall 
be done, the Prieſt that waits for you hal tie the Knot 
this Moment ; z in the Morning PH expect you'll give me 


Joy. Exit. 


True. 86 is not this detter now than cutting of 
Throats? I have got my Revenge, and the 4-09 will 
have hers-without Bloodſhed. E Exit. 


| $C EN E changes to an Aparth ent; Cntae and 


Servant, 


Ser. He's juſt a coming up, Madam. 5 0 

Con. My Civility to this lan will be as great a Con- 
ſtraint upon me, as Rudeneſs would be to his Brother; 
but I muſt bear it a little, becauſe our Deſigns require it; 


Enter J. Wou'dbe.] his Appearance ſhocks me V | 


ord, I wiſh mo Joy. x. = 


2 


ad ing og btw 


*% vw. wo I 


'em at our Feet. 


my Honour? 


rn nn” 


Y. V. Madam, *tis only in your Power to give it; 
and wou'd you honour me with a Title to be really proud 
of, it ſhould be that of your hambleſt Servant. 

Con. I never admitted any body to the Tit'e of att 


humble Servant, that I did not intend ſhould command 
me; if your Lordſhip will bear with the Slavery, you 
| ſhall begin when you pleaſe, provided you take upon you 


the Authority when I have a mind. | 

FV. V. Our Sex, Madam, make much better Lovers 
than Huſbands ; and I think it highly unreaſonable, that 
you ſhou'd put yourſelf in my Power, when you can fo 
abſ-lutely keep me in yours, | | 


* 


Con. No, my Lord, we never truly command till we 


have given our Promiſe to. obey; and we are never in 


more-danger of being made Slaves, than when we have 
V. V. True, Madam, the greateſt Empires are in moſt 
danger of falling: but it is better to be abſolute there, 
than to act by a Prerogative that is confin'd. : 

Con, Well, well, my Lord, I like the Conſtitution we 
live under; I'm for a limited Power, or none at all. 

Y. V. You have ſo much the Heart of the Subject, 
Madam, that you may rale as you pleaſe; but you have 


weak Pretences to a limited Sway, where your Eyes 


have already play'd the Tyrant. I think one Pri- 
vilege of the People is to kiſs their Sovereign's Hand. 
. „ [Taking her Hand. 
Con. Not till they have taken the Oaths, my Lord; 
and he that refuſes them in the Form the Law preſcribes, 
is, I think, no better than a Rebel. 1 


T. W. By Shrines and Altars, [Kneeling] by all that 


you think juſt, and I hold good, by this, [Tating her 
Hand] the faireſt, and the deareſt Vow— [ Kifjing ber Hand. 
Con. Fie, my Lord, [Seemingly yielding, 

V. V. Your Eyes are mine, they bring me Tidings 


from your Heart, that this Night I ſhall be happy. 


Con. Would not you deſpiſe a Conqueſt ſo eafily 
gain'd ? | | £4 ge 
V. W.-Yours will be the Conqueſt, and I ſhall deſpiſe 


all the World but you. 


Con. But will you promiſe to make no Attempts upon 
1 4 f RED Y W. | 
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. V. That's fooliſh. [ Aſde.] Not Angels: -fent- on 
Meſſages to Earth, ſhall viſit with more Innocence. 

Ay, ay, to be ſure. —[A4fde] My. Lord, PII ſend 
one — conduct you. Exit. 
F. V. Ha, ha, ha; — no Attempts. upon her Honour? 
When I can find the Place where it lies, I'll tell her 
more of my Mind.—Now do | feel ten thouſand (apids 
tickling me all over with the Points of their Arrows, — 


Where's my Deformity now ? 1 have read ſomewhere 


theſe Lines : 5 


7% Nature caft me in arupged Mould, 9 0 50 
Since Fate has chang*d the Bullion into Gull; IS 

2 10 Per returns, breaks all his Shafts of dun, 

Lud tipt each Arrow with 4 Golden Heat. 
Faarherd avith Title, the gay Jorllly Dart | | 
Flies proudly en, wwhilft every Virgin's Heart 

" Savells 'rwith Ambition fo receive the Smart. 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe behind him, 
E. V. Thus to adorn Dramatic Story, 
Sta ge Hero firuts in borrow'd Glory, 


Proud and Auguſt as rver' Man jaw, TN 
And wow bis Empire i. in a Stanza. e 
| {Slaps him on the Shoulder, 


v. V. Ha! my Brother! 

. V. No, \perfdious Man ; all KSadeed and Rela- 
tion I diſown: he poor Attempts upon my Fortune I 
cou'd pardon, but thy baſe Deſigns upon my Love, I 

dean never forgive ;—my Honour, irthulg ht, Riches, All 
I could more freely ſpare, than the leaſt Theught of thy 

Prevailing here. 

V. V. How! my Hopes deceiv'd ; curs'd be che fair 
Deluſions of her 4 whilſt only Man oppos'd. my Cun- 
ning, 1 flood ſecure; but ſoon as Woman interpos'd, 

Luck chang'd Hands, and the Devil was immediately on 
ber ſide. - Well, Sir, much good may do you with your 

Miflreſs, and may you love and ee; and ftarve 10 ether. 


Going. 


E. V. Hold, Sir, T wag lately your Priſoner, now you 
are mine: when the Ec ment 1 15 Executed, you ſhall be 


- e 


at Liberty. 


„ Be 3 


1 
a 
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V. V. Ejed ment! | | 
E. V. Ves, Sir, by this time, I TR my Filknds: 


have purged my Father's Houſe of that debauch'd and 
riotous Swarm that you had hiv'd together. 


V. . Confaflon, Sir, jet me paſs ;-I am the Elder, 


n and will be obey d. Draaus. 


E. V. Dar'ft thou diſpute the Elderſhip ſo nobly ? 
V. . I dare, and will,. to the laſt Drop of my inves 


| terate Blood, 4 [They fights 


. nter Trueman and. Tesgve Trueman frikes down their - 


 Savords.. 


True. Hold, bold! my Lord, I have brought thoſe 
ſhall ſoon decide the Controverſy. 
V. V. If I miſtake not, this is the Villain that decoy d 
me abroad, 
[Runs at Trueman, Teague catches bis: Arm. behind; 
and takes away his Sauord. 
Tea. Ay, be me = let thiſh iſh the beſht Guard: 


upon the. Lules of Eightng, to catch a Man behind his 


Back. 
True. My Lord, a Word : [Whiſpers E. Wou'dbe. 1 


Now, Gentlemen, pleaſe to hear this venerable Lady. 


ng es to the Door and brings in un; 
E. . Miduight in Cuſtody !. | 

Tea. In my Gubtod), fet.. : 
True, Now, Madam, you know what Puniſhment is 


1 deſlin d for the Injury offer d io Aurelia, if you don't im- 
mediately confeſs the Truth.. 


3 


Mid. Then I muſt own, 8 forgi ive me) 145 in 2 5 


1 the Firſt-born. 


Tea. A very honeſt 8 be me 8 = 
V. . That Confeſſion is. extorted by Fear, and there-- 


fore of no Force. _ 


True;. Ay, Sir, but here is your Letter to her, with 


the Ink ſcarce dry, where you repeat your Offer of Five 
hundred Pound -a Vear to 2 


wear in your Behalf. 


Tea. Dat was 'Teague's finding out, and I believe St. 
Aa put it in my Thoughts to —_ her Pockets.. 


Gs „„ Ener 
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Eater: Conſtance aud. Aurelia. 7 
Con. 1 Feb Mr. Woud be, you will. make no — 
upon Ong Perſon, _ 5 
| Damn. your Perſon. , 
K. E. But pray, Madam, hk 1705 you. been all 
this Evening? [To. 4. Aurelia. 

Aur. Very buſy, I ean aſſu ure u, Sir; here's an ho- 
neſt Conftable x44] I could in my Heart to marry, 
had the greaſy Rogue but one Prop of genteel Blood in, 
His Veins; what's become of him? [Looking about, 

Con, Bleſs me, Couſin, marry. a Conſtable!. 

Aur. Why truly, Madam, if that Conſtable had not: 
come in a very critical Minute, by this Time 1 had been 
glad to marry any Body. 

True. I take you at your Word, Madam, u ſhall: 
marry him this Moment; and if you don't fay that J. 
have genteel Blood in my Veins by to-morrow. Morning 

Aur. And was it you, Sir? 

True. Look'e, Madam, don't be- aſham'd;. I found: 
n you a little in di/Babille, that's the truth on't, but you: 


made a biave Defence. 


Har. I am oblig'd to yon; and tho vou were a little 


* = whimſical to-day, this late Adventure has taught me how. 


dangerous it is to provoke: a Gentleman by ill Uſage ; 
therefore, if my Lord and this Lady will ſhew us a god 
Example, I think we maſt follow our Leaders, Captain. 
True. As boldly. as when Honour calls. 

Con. My Lord, there was taken among your Brother's 


FEE jovial Crew, his Friend Subtleman, whom we have taken 


care to. ſecure. 
E. W. For him the pillory; for you, n | 
Ie Midnight. 
R T ea. Be me Shoule, ſhe ſhall be married to Maiſhter 
Bs 
E. V. For you, Brother! _ 
. . Poverty and Contempt | 


75 6 aubich pie dias to.a milder Fate, . 

Than Obligations from the Man I hate. Exit. 

E. . Then take thy Wi And now. I hope, all 
ch have receiv d their due Rewards and Puniſhments. 


Tea. But what will you do for poor T rags „ g. 7 
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. V. What ſhall I do for thee? - 

Tea. Arah, maak me a Juſtice of Peaſh, dear Joy. 
E. V. Juſtice of Peace! thou art not qualified, Man. 
Tea. Veſt, fet am I-—T can take the Oats, and write 


my Markl ean be an honeſht Man myſhelf, and keep 


a great Ro . for my Clerk. 
E. V. Well, well, you ſhall be taken Care of; and | 


| now. Captain, we ſet out for Happineſs, ———_ 


2 none \ deſpai r, what&er their Fortunes be, 
Fortune muſi yield, wou'd Men but act like me. 
Chuſe a brave Friend as Part ner of your Breaft, | 
Be active when your Right is in Conteſt ; | 
Be true to E and * GE do the * 


EPI. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by AURELIA. 
0 R Poet open d with a loud warlite Blaſt, 
But now weak Woman is his /afeft Caſt, 
To bring him off with Quarter at the lat: 
Not that he's wain-to think; that I can ſay, 
Or he can write fine Things to help the Play. 
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The various Scenes have drain'd his Strength and Art | 


And I. you kngw, had a hard ſtruggling Part: 

But then he brought me off with-Life and Limb; 

Ah! Wou'd that I cou'd do as much for bim 

Stay, let me think—=your Favours to excite,, 

I till muſt ad the Pant I play d tonight... 

For what/ee'er may be your fly Pretence, 

ou like thoſe beſt that make the beft Defence: 

But. this is needleſs ———"Tis in ain to crave it, 

Youu have damm d the Play, no Power can ſave itz 
ot all the Wits of Athens, and of Rome; I 

Mot Shakeſpeare, Johnſon, cou'd rewoke its Doom: 

Nay, what is more- if once your Anger rouſes, 

Not all the courted Beauties of both Houſes. 

He wwou'd have ended here,—but I thought meet, 

Do tell bim there was left one. ſaſt Retreat, 

Protection ſacred at the Ladies Feet, 

To that he anſwer d in ſubmiſſive Strain, 

He paid all Homage to this Female Reign, 

And therefore turn d bis Satyr gainſt the Men. 


From your great Queen, this ſovereign Right ye draw, 


To keep the Wits,. as ſhe the World, in Aue. 
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| Such awful Splendor fits on every. Brow, 


Perhaps my poor. Requeſt may ſome perſuade, 
Becauſe it is the firſt Jever made. | 


| E PIT LOG. U E. 
To her bright Sceptre, pour brigbt Eyes they bow:; . 


All Scandal on the: Sex were. Treaſon now. 

The Play can tell with what poetic-Carey. 
He labour d to redreſs the injur d Fair. Woes 
And if you won't protect, the Man will damn him there. 
Then ſa ve the Muſe that flies to you for Aid; 
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